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Nature’s Index. 


No son of Adam lives froni¢hild to man 
Withowt some hint of what he may << ¢ an, 
And who that finds his bias, born or ma 
Will waste the warning and mistake his ‘trade? 
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Adrift on an Ice-Floe. 


An officer of the United States revenue cutter 
Bear has brought to the Alaska News, a paper 
published at Juneau, an account of an adventure 
by two Indian boys of Big Diomede Island, in 
Bering Straits, which lacks no detail of what a 
thrilling adventure should be. This officer, being 
at the Teller reindeer station, near Port Clarence, 
hired a team of dogs, and made the journey over- 
land to another station farther north. Thence, 
having plenty of time, he continued his journey | 
across Bering Straits on the ice as far as Big | 
Diomede Island. 

This island is the home of a considerable tribe 
of Indians, who derive their living almost wholly 
from the sea. During the winter they make 
sealing expeditions on the ice, but never unless 
the wind is in the north. Even in cold weather, 
the south wind will rot the ice so as to cause 
danger of its breaking up. 

Some little time before the officer’s visit to the 
island two Indian boys had imprudently gone out 
after seal while the wind was in the wrong 
direction. When they were about ten miles from 
home it broke up, leaving the boys on a large 
floe; and presently they realized that they were 
drifting straight out into Bering Sea. The land 
soon disappeared from view. 

Three days they floated steadily in the same 
direction ; 
food was gone. Their thirst had been partially | 
slaked by gnawing the brackish ice, but now this | 
increased instead of satisfying their thirst, and 
their swollen tongues began to thrust themselves 
from their mouths. 

Meantime the sea continued open, and no sign 
of land was seen. Nothing but a horrible death | 
seemed to confront the two boys. On the morning | 
of the fourth day, as they opened their despairing | 
eyes on the waste of waters, they saw a walrus | 
making for their floe. They had still left enough | 
presence of mind to creep as far away from him 
as their floe would permit, and soon they saw 
the great creature pull himself up heavily on the 
other end of the floe for a sleep. 

Eager to fall upon the walrus, maddened by 
hunger and thirst, the boys still possessed enough 
prudence to wait. After he had rested awake 
for a while, the animal curled up and was soon 
asleep. 

The boys then slowly and silently crept upon 
the walrus, and with quick use of their sealing 
weapons, killed him. They drank from the 
blood they had shed, and as soon as it was safe 
they ate of the flesh for food. From this time 
on, indeed, they lived on the walrus meat. 

On the fifth day they saw land, and as they | 
approached it, they knew it to be Nunivak | 
Island, which is five hundred miles from their | 
own island. They were overjoyed, feeling sure | 
that now they would be rescued ; but just as they 
were coming almost in reach of safety the wind 
changed sharply, and they were blown away once 
more out of sight of land. 

This time the winds bore them westward. 
Night and day they voyaged on their ice-cake, 
awaiting some change in the wind, and knowing 
that if none came they would be carried across 
the sea to Siberia. The flesh of the walrus held 
out, but his blood was gone, and they began once 
more to suffer from thirst. 

Again they saw the land; it was the coast of | 
Siberia. ‘This time they did not believe the winds 
could play them false; but as they stood straining 
their eyes to the shore, and almost ready to leap 
into the water if need be, clouds rose in the west ; 
the wind died down, then rose again. It was 
blowing strongly offshore, and once more the 
two boys were borne seaward. 








They were in despair, but clung to life with | > 


the tenacity of savages. They saw the shore 
disappear fram view, but with it their senses 
seemed to fade away. Whither they went, or 
how long they floated now, they could not tell. 
They hungrily gnawed at their walrus meat, 
though their swollen tongues crowded between 
their teeth; but soon all consciousness was 
gone. 

In this plight, borne swiftly by a strong wind, 
they once more crossed Bering Sea. At last their 
ice-cake, now almost melted away, drifted ashore 
at the mouth of the Kuskokwim River, on the 
Alaskan mainland, still farther south than 
Nunivak Island. It landed so gently that it did 
not break. When the tide went out the boys 
were found there, high and dry, by a half-breed 
trader who had a store in the vicinity, and were 
taken home by him, restored to consciousness, 
and cared for until they were able to travel back 
to their homes. 

They had been on the ice-floe three weeks, and 
during that time must have drifted fully two 
thousand miles. 
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THE VENTRILOQUIST. 
By Miss M. G. McClelland. 
In Seven Chapters.—Chapter I. 


Mischief abroad at Caermaerthen. — 
Strange occurrences in a blacksmith’s 
shop.— Frightened Negroes. 


HE day was hot to suffocation. 
Not a breath stirred, not a twig 
moved. The sun stood high, 
and radiated white heat. Below 
it the earth lay wrapped in quiv- 

ering haze which hung close, like the devitalized 

breath of a fever patient. 

The hedgerows and fence-corners, for weeks 
previous gay with flowers, now showed only fast 
browning seed-pods and enervated foliage. The 
corn was athirst, its rapier leaves faded and 
curling, like half-rolled papyrus. On knobs 
and knolls where the land was thin it tasselled 
untimely. 

Deergrass River was lower than it had been 
for years, having dwindled to a succession of 
broad, still pools, linked together by shallows in 
which every stone in the bed could be counted. 

Dr. Arthur Llewellyn rode down to the water 
slowly. He had been away in the mountains 
since daybreak, attending a man who had been 
injured by a falling tree in a shinglecamp. It 
was a bad case and the doctor was thinking it 
over hopelessly. The weather would be against 
the patient and, likewise, the ignorance and con- 
servatism of his nurses. How would it ever be 
possible to make the sick man’s female relatives 
understand the importance of diet and cleanli- 
ness ? 

The doctor, for the thousandth time, groaned 
in spirit over the carelessness and unreason of 
his poor patients. If only there could be a small 
hospital established and properly maintained in 
every district, what a help it would be to both 
the profession and the populace. 

The doctor, his mind busy, sat slack in the 
saddle, watching the flow of the water and the 
drifting reflections of the clouds, utterly unaware 
of a boy’s mischievous eyes fixed on him from a 
clump of willow serub close at hand. 

Ina moment, however, his attention was caught 
by the call of a quail, ‘“‘Bob-white! bob-white!” 
rising, clear and distinct, apparently from be- 
tween the forelegs of his horse, which snatched 
up its head hurriedly, snorting with amazement. 
Then the ery was repeated, coming this time, as 
it seemed, from the doctor’s coat-pocket, and 
followed by the sharp whirring of wings. 

The doctor glanced about mystified, and clapped 
his hand to his pocket. The water rippled gently, 
as before; his pocket was tenantless, and not a 
feather in sight! The horse began to back 
toward the bank. If the water was bewitched 
he plainly wished to get out of it. 

The doctor began to laugh. ‘Hold on, you 
rascal,” he called, “or you'll be scaring my 
horse.”’ 

An eestatie giggle broke from the clump of 
scrub, and a slim, white body lurched forward 
and slipped into the water. 

“Hello, father! I saw you coming, and hid to 
have some fun. You were fooled well, too, when 
the old bob-white whirred up out of your pocket. 
You thought ’twas a haunt.” 

The doctor laughed again, while the small 
ventriloquist capered about in the water. 

“You do the trick very well,” he admitted; 
“a good deal better than some professionals I’ve 
heard. I suppose it’s the open-air practice. 
Then, too, your thorax and larynx come to you 
through generations of country-dwellers accus- 
tomed to long-distance calling. Voice is like 
Sight, and adapts itself to environment. 

“If you practised between walls entirely,” the 
doctor went on, “your carrying power would 
become more restricted—less effort would be 
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demanded of nature. Mountain-calling opens up 


the lungs and strengthens the vocal chords just as 
an unobstructed horizon educates human sight to 
the keenness and far reach of an eagle’s. Don’t 
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—— about on the public roads scaring cattle, | a violet shadow settle around the mouth, that the 
Owever, or you'll get us both into trouble. | doctor’s eyes were always tired and had circles | 


think it uncanny.” 
“T can do better than that,” boasted the boy. 
“You and Laddie looked so funny and jumped up | 
so that I got laughing and had to quit. 
“You ought to have seen old Mollie cow this | 
morning,” he laughed. “TI hid behind the draw- 


| bars and blatted out like her calf does when he’s | 


in trouble. Then I worried and growled like a | 
dog. Old Mollie was coming toward the bars | 
and she almost went crazy. She stuck up her | 
tail like a ramrod, and beat up the ground with | 
her hoofs, and charged up to the gap in a 


passion. When she got to the bars and 


| couldn’t find any calf, or dog, or any- 


thing, she was the silliest- looking cow 
you ever saw. She’d trot off a little 
way, and then whirl round and trot 
back like her brain was addled. I reckon 
*twas, too.” 

The doctor’s eyes rested lovingly on 
the lad, even while he rebuked his mis- 
chief. He had had several children, but 
this twelve-year-old boy was the only 
one left tohim. His race had dwindled 
in the later generations, and this was a 
sore cross to the doctor. He was proud 
of his name—as well he might be, for it 
had long been a synonym for honor, 
courage and ability in upper Virginia. 

The boy, meanwhile, in water to his 
waist, hopped about and chuckled with 
reminiscent glee. He was a vigorous - 
fellow, mentally and physically, with an 
irregular, high-bred face, hazel eyes, 
with a laugh in them, and a chaotic 
nature to which the epithets “reckless” 
and “lovable” could be applied with 
equal justice. 

His present bent was toward mischief, 
but he had a substratum of hereditary 
instincts and principles, supplemented 
by some wholesome personal training 
which was likely to help him out in 
emergencies, provided always that the 
imp which, unfortunately, occupied his 
citadel, could be held in check. 

The horse was reassured and drink- 
ing, with the boy, Briscoe Llewellyn, 
ranged alongside. Briscoe’s smooth 
white skin gleamed like satin where the 
sunlight touched it. On the flesh of his 
breast was a curious birthmark, two 
short, broad, intersecting lines of dull 
red, which somehow suggested cross-cuts 
from a sabre. 

The doctor’s glance fell on the mark, 
and his expression changed. The boy 
grinned up at him and touched his breast 
with his fingers. 

““How’d I come by it, father?” he 
demanded. ‘Have you one like it?” 

The doctor nodded. ‘‘Mine 
isn’t a birthmark,” he 
explained, ‘‘but it’s 
responsible for that 
one of yours. I’ll tell 
you the story some 
day. There isn’t time 
now. Get into your 
clothes, my lad, and 
come home. I'll wait == 
for you on the other 
side. You’ve been 
in the water long 
enough. Dinner must. 
be ready.” 

Briscoe’s garments 
were on the further bank, so he forded by Lad- 
die’s side. The house was on the crest of a long 
hill, overlooking the river, and the road was 
sunny. He would be glad of a lift, and the good 
steed was used to carrying double. 

Later in the day another call came for the 
doctor. A child, five miles away down the river, 
was ill and he must get to saddle at once. 

“It’s a hard life, Briscoe,” he said, while he 
made ready. ‘‘A hard life, but the most satis- 
factory a man can lead. It gives play to all his 
powers, and the fullest and noblest chance for 
development. I’d like you to follow the profes- 
sion, my boy. The Llewellyns have always been 
doctors.” . 

The boy acquiesced carelessly. Had he been 
older, or more observant, he must have noticed 
that the life was beginning to tell upon his father, 
that the good man’s face was often pallid, that a 
grayish shade would sometimes drift across it and 
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Briscoe had noticed nothing of all this. 

Left to his own devices, Briscoe turned about 
in his mind all prospects for amusement, and 
finally decided on visiting a crony of his own, 
whom, mid stress of other interests, he had rather 
neglected of late. 

This crony, one of the Llewellyn ex-slaves, 
was Joel Brent, a short, squat, coal-black Guinea- 
coast negro who had been playmate and body- 
servant to Doctor Llewellyn from the hour of his 


THE BIRTHMARK. 


birth until the days of reconstruction. He plied 
intermittently the blacksmith’s trade. His cabin 
and shop were in a little clearing, near the county 
road, a mile and a half from the home place. 

Joel had a garden patch, a pig and some fowls. 
He could have medical attendance, and almost 
anything else in the gift of his former owner, 
quite free of cost to him; so he had no special 
need for strenuous exertion, particularly as he 
was, and always had been, a bachelor. His rent 
was purely nominal and seldom paid. 

To Briscoe, Joel was a well-spring of joy. No 
negro in the district could play the banjo with so 
knowing a hand, or had such a nimble foot at a 
breakdown, or so comprehensive and fascinating 
a collection of legends about ‘‘cunjer,’’ the 
“ereeters” and witchcraft. 

The sun had dropped behind the shoulder of 
the mountains, leaving an after-flare of flame 
color cooling upward into crimson. Across in 
the east, clouds billowed from horizon to zenith, 
pearl gray at the base, foaming to white, and 
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cresting opalescently where the glory of the sunset 
was reflected. Beyond and above was the infinite 
violet wonder of space, and below, the earth lay 
in shadow. 

The glory and mystery of it all was lost upon 
Briscoe. He sped along hilariously, only feeling 
that the evening was pleasant, since a cool breeze 
had sprung up, and that it was a good thing to 
be a boy with strong, healthy legs under him. 

The little smithy in which Joel worked stood a 
few rods from his cabin, and as he neared it, 
Briscoe could hear the clink-clank of the hammer 

as the iron was turned on the 
anvil. He stole forward on 
tiptoe and peeped into the shop 
through a knot-hole, his eyes 
alight with mischief. 

Old Joel was mending a 
shovel for an elderly negress, 
who stood to one side and 
assisted, to the best of her 
ability, by working the bel- 
lows. She kept up a steady 
flow of conversation ; punctu- 
ating it now and then by a 
downward jerk of the bellows 
handle which forced the im- 
prisoned air out through the 
nozzle with a flurry and roar 

which made the coals, under the shadow 
of the smutty hood, flare to white heat. 

The waning of the afternoon had darkened the 
smithy—a black little hole which received light 
only through its low doorway, and was in conse- 
quence dusky at midday. When the fire flared, 
the interior would start into prominence, and 
with the dying down of the glow would slip back, 
gradually, into mysterious dimness. The effects 
were suggestive and singular, and formed a fitting 
background for the two swart figures, the weird 
glory of the forge, and the leap of the sparks 
smitten from the hot iron. 

Near the anvil stood the cooling-tub, grimy 
with years of service. Upreared upon her hind- 
legs against it, a great black cat leaned over and 
lapped up the water. After a moment she ceased 
and sat back on her haunches, stroking her 
whiskers thoughtfully with her velvety black 
paws. 

Briscoe stole around to the door, and during 
one of the dim intervals, slipped in unobserved 
and hid himself in a dark corner. Suppressing 
his mirth, so as to get full control of his vocal 
organs, he waited until a down-stroke made the 
fire flare again, and then threw his voice so that 
an eldrich burst of laughter appeared to eddy up 
from the very heart of the flames. 

The woman snatched her hand from the bellows 
and cowered aside. 

“Hebbenly Marster! 
manded. 

Joel let his hammer clang down upon the anvil 
and glanced about apprehensively. He was as 
superstitious as the woman, but it was less on the 
surface. He had more brute courage. 

Deprived of the impetus of the bellows, the 
coals darkened from flame color to crimson. The 
cat leaped softly upon a barrel, and composed 
herself to sleep on an old gunny-bag. The shop 
was as silent as a desert, and everything in sight 
wore an accustomed aspect. The two negroes 
looked at each other with returning confidence. 

“Law, Sis’ Tempy! You cert’n’y did skeer 
me!” ejaculated Joel, reaching for his hammer. 
“How come you let dem belluses squeal dat way ? 
You must’r wucked ’em one-sided. Dat ar fuss 
soun’ like wind hollerin’ thue one bottle-nake 
stuck in a knot-hole. It fa’rly make my flesh 
crawl.” 

The woman bristled into self-defence. 

“No, it never soun’ like no bottle-nake n’other,” 
she retorted with asperity. ‘“‘It soun’ like some- 
thin’ n’other larfin’. Dat what it soun’ like. You 
aint got sense, Brer Joel, layin’ it pon dem bel- 
luses. I wucked dem belluses straight—I did! 
Dey never squealed no more’n nothin’.” 

There was so much edge to her tone that the 
smith waxed pacific at once. 

“Ne’r mind, Sis’ Tempy, ne’r mind! ’*Twarn’t 
nothin’ nohow. Roust up de fire agin, please’m, 
an’ lemme git dis shubble finish. ’Taint much 
mo’ todo. Start up de heat fur me.” 
| The woman put her hands behind her and 
| moved away from the forge. 
| 7 aint gwine totch it no mo’,” she declared. 

Joel laughed and reached out his own hand, 
catching the handle in a strong grip and bearing 
down hard. The air rushed through the nozzle 
with its usual sibilant roar, and the coals quick- 
ened to the pale yellow of intense heat. Joel 





What dat?” she de- 
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thrust the shovel in among them. The handle | fright he should give them. But he did not 
had been welded on, but the pan needed fixing at | “explode” even when his well-aimed stick had 
the edge. | knocked the torch out of the canoe, and left the 
As the cold iron touched the coals, the laugh | Ojibways howling with dismay in the sudden 
broke forth again—strident, mocking, malevolent. darkness. 
It rose and fell in strange cadences, eddied and; ‘‘Mudgé-Nottawa! Mudgé-Nottawa!” they 
caught and repeated itself. From the forge it| screamed as they paddled frantically for their 
leaped to the corner where the cat was, and | camp near the post. 
circled thereabout in uneanny cachinnations, | John almost rolled on the ground with delight. 
causing her to bounce to her feet and stand at| ‘Such a joke!’ he said. “‘I’ll tell this to Mary 
attention, with arched back and bristling fur. |and Alice when they come. How those super- 
The panic-stricken negroes, believing the devil | stitious savages did yell!” 
was in the midst of them, uttered a howl of| Indeed, John fell into such an appreciation of 
dismay and fled for their lives. Helterskelter | his own humor that his chuckling kept him 
they tumbled out of the shop, each intent on | awake after he went to bed. His sense of fun 
being foremost, and yelling to Heaven for protec- | was foolish and crude, but that is saying nothing 


tion at every jump. against his energy and general intelligence. 

Sis’ Tempy, a bulky negress, stumbled and fell 
at the threshold. Joel, oblivious of gallantry, | 
leaped over her like an acrobat and sped away to | 
his cabin, where he locked himself in. 

Tempy gathered herself together as best she 
could, and cast a look of blighting indignation 
after him. Then, realizing the futility of expect- | 
ing suecor from that quarter, she ran, wildly | 
waddling, along the big road in the direction of | 
her own home. 

Briscoe dropped to his knees in an eestacy of 
glee. The panic he had caused thrilled every | 
fibre of mischief in him. He kicked up his heels | 
and smote himself on the breast and laughed | 
until the tears ran down his cheeks. 

When the keen edge was off his mirth, he} 
gathered himself up, roused the fire and finished | 
Joel’s job for him with a few well-directed blows. | 
He had played about the forge so much that he | 
was quite an efficient smith. 

Then he set things in order, banked down the | 
fire and fastened up the shop, stopping every few 
moments to lean up against something and Jaugh. | 
He knew that nothing would tempt Joel back to 
the shop that night. 


(To be continued.) 
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THE BROOK. 


Laugh of the mountain! lyre of bird and tree! 
Pomp of the meadow! mirror of the morn! 
The soul of April, unto whom are born 

The rose and jessamine, leaps wild in thee! 

Longfellow (from the Spanish). 
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A Practical Joke. 
| 


How it was done.——-Superstitious Indians. | 
Amusing Result. : 
® NE evening in May, John Rivers, | 
the stalwart young agent of 
the Hudson’s Bay Company at 
Nipissing Post, sat on his veranda 
musing about a long journey he 
was to begin early on the morrow. 

Starting with his big bark canoe and ten 
Indians,.he would paddle for days to the post 
on Lake Temiscamingue. There other great 
canoes, all laden like his own, with valuable furs 
taken during the preceding winter, would meet 
him. ‘Thence he would proceed, with the whole 
fleet under his command, to Moose Factory, at 
the head of James Bay, where he would deliver 
the peltries to the chief factor, who would send 
them to England by the company’s annual ship. 

John knew every mile of the way. He seemed 
to see each of its long reaches of calm water, | 
its rapids, its desolate islands, its immemorial 
portages, as he mused on how to make the 
journey more speedily than ever before. 

He meant to urge his Indians, this time, to 
their utmost, for John was particularly anxious 
to get home again. His mother, his sister Mary, 
and his cousin Alice were all coming from 
Montreal, later in the season, to spend some 
weeks with him in the wilderness ; and the lonely 
young fellow longed to see their faces! 

To get back to the Nipissing Post before their 
coming he must make all speed. It was true 
that they would be well taken care of in any case 
by old Donald MacFarlane and his wife, who 
were care-takers at Nipissing, but John knew 
they would be sadly disappointed if he did not 
greet their arrival. But his start had been unex- 
pectedly delayed for eight days. 

The young man, as he watched the sinking 
sun spreading glory on the distant hills was not 
so lost in his meditations as to be oblivious to 
the moving things of the evening. He especially 
noticed a canoe with two Indians that put out 
from a little wharf a short distance up the stream. 

The Indians were two brothers who were to 
go with him to Moose Factory. Now they were 
off to spear fish, and a torch blazed in their bow. 
John watched its smoky glare till it disappeared 
round a distant bend. He was still musing in 
the same chair, more than an hour later, when 
he saw the far-off torch returning. 

John, who delighted in practical jokes, as do | 
very many young Englishmen of his class, sprang 
up quickly and running down to the river shoved 
a small canoe into the water and paddled silently 
across the stream in the darkness. There he 
hid his canoe behind some bushes, picked up a 
stick suitable for throwing, and waited for the | 
Ojibways. 

Their torch came nearer and nearer, throwing 
a fire-path far on the stream, and clearly revealing 
the canoe and Indians to John, who could 
scarcely contain his laughter as he thought of the | 











|exawkly ken which,—that knocket 


| tents while they slept. 
| unaccountably disappeared—into the recesses of 
| John’s dunnage-bag. 


Next morning, at the first streaks of dawn, John 
woke to find a heavy hand shaking his shoulder. 

“Mr. Rivers, sir, it’s time ye were stirrin’, the 
men are movin’ round. It’s a braw morn. I’m 
thinkin’ ye’ll pit a guid grist o’ lake ahint ye 
afore nicht,” said Donald MacFarlane. 

Sure enough, the men were moving round, 
with a great chatter and clatter, very unlike their 
usual stolid, silent ways. Some were 
gesticulating wildly. “Mudgé-Not- 
tawa! Mudgé-Nottawa!” came to 
John in frequent repetitions. 

‘‘What’s the matter with the men, 
MacFarlane?” asked John. ‘“Any- 
thing gone wrong? What a noise 
they’re making !” 

‘“*Hech, sir,” chuckled the Scotch- 
man, “but thae puir fules are just 
clean eat up wi’ supersteetion. Ane 
o’ thae twa brithers that was spearin’ 
last nicht cam’ tae my wife the morn 
and tell’t an unco’ tale aboot hoo 
Mudgy-Nottawas knockit the torch 
oot 0’ their canoe.” 

“What's a Mudgé-Nottawa, Don- 
ald?” 

““Man, hae ye no heard aboot thon ? 
Well, sir, in the auld days that’s 
gone thae Iriquois, or Nottawas, as 
they call them, used to raid like, 
on thae Ojibways wi’ burnin’s an’ 
scalpin’s, and carryin’ awa’ their 
weemen into capteevity. But to this 
day the terror of them is on the 
Ojibways! Mudgy means bad, ye 
ken, and it’s the bad Nottawas, or 
the ghaists o’ them,—for I dinna 


the tooch oot last nicht ; so they say, 
puir fules. It’s their belief that 
Mudgy-Nottawas is aye prowlin’ for 
their hurt.” 

Donald himself was somewhat 
impressed by the Mudgé-Nottawas 
story, for Highlanders are the last 
men to be quite free even of the 
superstitions they deride. 

“Why, Donald man,” said John, 
“T was the Mudgé- Nottawa last 
night! But don’t let it out. I may 
find this notion of theirs useful to 
me.”’ 

“A weel, I’ll say naething ava, Mr. 
Rivers, but I’m no just exawkly 
sure that ye’ll do well to play on 
their fears. Some of them was talkin’ of 
refusin’ to start wi’ ye the morn, for fear of thae 
Mudgy-Nottawas.” 

But if such had been the thought of any of the 
Ojibways they gave it up as the sun shone 
cheerily, as John ordered them good-naturedly, 
and as the loading of the canoes progressed. 
Before eight o’clock the young agent had bidden 
good-by to Donald, taken his seat in the middle 
of his canoe, and been paddled away on the 
shining stream. His last words to Donald 
were: 

“T trust you to take good care of my mother 


come back, Donald.” 

“Aye, sir, but they’ll no do that. I’m thinkin’ 
ye’ll drive well,” said Donald, with a grin. 

John did drive his Indians for weeks. At 
Moose Factory he was hailed as having made 
one of the quickest trips on record. Yet he had 
contrived to keep his men in good humor. Mudgé- 
Nottawas had not annoyed them in the least. 
But John had a clear opinion that these bad 
Indians, or their spirits—for he could never 
make out whether Mudgé-Nottawas were sup- 
posed to be alive or dead,—would considerably 
hasten his homeward voyage. 

That was, indeed, a journey of frequent terrors 
for the innocent Ojibways. Thrice they were 
hurried from noonday rests by the mysterious 
falling of small stones from the sky, for John 
had provided himself with a silent sort of enlarged 
pea-shooter. Twice they clambered into their 
canoes before daybreak and without breakfast, 
because sticks had been strangely hurled at their 
Several hatchets also 


The disturbed Indians hurried on the portages 
with their heavy loads of supplies for the Nipissing 
and Temiscamingue posts. They ran rapids which 
they would usually have refused; they fled as if 
the woods were veritably full of Iroquois thirsting 
for their blood. And all the time John said to 
himself : 

“It’s got beyond a joke—that’s so. But I’ll 
give the poor fellows a good time all ‘round when 








THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 


we get home. It is too bad, and yet it’s some 
fun, too, scaring them so. But I wouldn’t keep 
it up, only that I must hurry, or else mother and 
Mary and Alice will miss my welcome.” 

At Temiscamingue he left most of his men and 
went on with his own canoe alone, down a reach 
of the Ottawa, up the Nipissing River, and at 
last to a camp within half a day of home. He 
had observed nothing unusual in the demeanor 
of his Indians, though he knew they had con- 
sulted the wise chief at Temiscamingue about the 
Mudgé-Nottawa persecution. 

The young man fretted and raged at being 
compelled to halt for the night so near home. 
But his Ojibways seemed extremely tired, partly 
by the “drive” of the journey, and partly by the 
Mudgé-Nottawa excitement. It was plain they 
would not or could not press on farther that 
night. Yet no Mudgé-Nottawas had disturbed 
them since leaving Temiscamingue. 

Usually the big bark canoe was unloaded at 
night and its calking carefully examined. If any 
of the seams had started they were recalked 
before the Indians rested. If any piece of bark 
had been badly scraped by rocks, it was either 
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THE END OF THE JOKE. 


patched or treated to a coat of pitch-like gum. 
But this night the canoe was moored, laden and 
uncared for—it would certainly last for the short 
trip of next day, said the Ojibways truthfully. 
As if excessively fatigued, which they well 
might be, by their long portages that day, the 
Ojibways lay down after a hasty meal and soon 
seemed fast asleep. John saw none of them 
watching him—he is not sure to this day that any 
of them did. He listened intently for an hour; 
the Indians seemed asleep. Then he stole from 
his tent into the woods, determined that Mudgé- 


| Nottawas should startle them out for a night 
and the young ladies if they get here before I | 


voyage. 

‘Mother and the girls may come to-morrow 
morning early—they may be there now! I’m 
sorry for the poor fellows, but I can’t stay here 
till morning,” said John to himself, as he quietly 
collected some sticks good for throwing. 

Soon the silence of the forest and the murmur 
of the stream were replaced by a wild commotion. 
As the first stick fell near the apparently sleeping 
Indians they started up with great alacrity and 
shouts of “Mudgé-Nottawa! Mudgé-Nottawa!” 
John lay still—it would never do to come suddenly 
from the woods. 

He stole with the utmost caution farther away, 
meaning to make a circuit and get back to 
his isolated tent. Still he could hear the cries 
of “Mudgé-Nottawa!” It appeared that the 
Ojibways were collecting about the canoes as if 
in mortal terror. John heard kettles rattling and 
paddles clacking. Then the amazing sound of 
paddles in the water reached his ears. 

What could it mean? Surely they would never 
dare to leave him! He rapidly crawled through 
the glade toward shore. 

The sound of paddling grew fainter. Suddenly 
he saw that his own tent had been torn down. 
He stood by the water-side. The canoe was 
gone! 

Up river he could hear nothing but a wild 
screaming of ‘Mudgé-Nottawa! Mudgé-Not- 
tawa!’’ 

“Come back—back, you fools!’’ yelled John. 


“Mudgé-Nottawa! Mudgé-Nottawa!” the Ojib- | 
ways screamed as if in a new access of terror, and 
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“Mudgé-Nottawa!” came like faint and ever 
fainter mocking laughter to John as he stood 
raging in the gloom. . 

John went up the rocky bank to the smoldering 
camp-fire, kicked its brands together, threw on 
more wood, and sat down ruefully. He had not 
a mouthful of food, no weapon but his belt-knife, 
no shelter, not even his blanket-overcoat—the 
Indians had taken them. 

Still the August night, though cool, was quite 
endurable. But he expected to starve all next 
day while making his way across an exceedingly 
rough and rocky country to the Nipissing Post. 
To start in the dark would be useless; he must 
wait for the dawn. 

As John sat there ruminating on the possibility 
that his mother and the girls might be waiting for 
him his anger grew. But as the lonely hours 
went on it gradually gave way to good temper, 
and quite a novel sense of humor came over 
him. 

“By George,” said he, slapping his huge thigh 
and laughing so loudly that the hollow woodland 
re-echoed, ‘‘I played Mudgé-Nottawa once too 
often. Bless me, weren’t the poor wretches 
scared! I suppose they were sure 
the Mudgy’s had got me!” 

He did not imagine that his Indians 
had suspected and spied on his pro- 
ceedings. 

Toward morning he dozed by the 
camp-fire but woke at the first gray 
of dawn, almost drenched by the 
heavy mist that rose from the river. 
All the trees were wet with it. He 
could see but a few yards through 
the ghostly gray aisles of the forest; 
but with one glance at his pocket- 
compass he struck out on his course 
for the forenoon. 

Every twig he touched flipped water 
over him; his beef-hide canoe moc- 
casins were soon so drenched that 
they were like pulp with his wet 
stockings; but of these things he 

recked nothing. Hunger was the 
hardest trial—hunger, and the thought 
that his mother and the girls, if they 
were at the post, would be dreadfully 
alarmed by the Ojibways’ story of his 
disappearance. 

Before long this idea only tortured 
him, for as the sun rose clear, he 
knocked a partridge over with a 
cleverly thrown stick, lighted a fire 
from his metal match-box, broiled the 
bird a few minutes, and ate it as he 
hurried on. 

The sun was noon-high, the vast 
woods were a solitude of humid heat, 
not a breath of wind stirred, a long, 
gleaming reach of river lay far below 
John, and he was again exceedingly 
hungry as he stood on a high, rocky 
hill and looked upon the scene. 

He had aimed for that hill in the 
morning, and toiled straight through 
“cedar swamps, through seven creeks 
which he swam, over a mile-wide 
windfall, and through a vast beaver 
meadow where the tamaracks stood 
drowned and dead. He had aimed 
for that height because it would give him a view 
of the long reach of stream, and he little doubted 
that Donald MacFarlane would, on hearing the 
Ojibways’ story, straightway send a canoe in 
search for him. Now he scanned the water. 

What was that shooting forth from the distant 
point? A canoe? Yes—but what rose over it? 
Parasols! Could it be possible? Did he really 
see three figures in light-colored garments seated 
amidships? John shouted with all his strength, 
and plunged down into the cedar swamp that lay 
between him and the river. 

Twenty minutes later his mother and the girls, 
who had reached the post two days earlier, were 
alternately laughing and crying over John and 
his story. 

“We knew Mudgé-Nottawas were all non- 
sense,” said Mrs. Rivers, ‘“‘but we feared the 
Indians had murdered you. They didn’t seem to 
be telling the truth. It was six o’clock this morn- 








ing when they came in, and oh, how we’ve 
| suffered since! Donald took a fresh crew and 
| Started at once to find you.” 

“Thae rascals didna just exactly have the 
| appearance o’ bein’ afeard,’’ said Donald Mac- 
| Farlane. ‘When I spiered what for they believed 
| that thae Mudgé-Nottawas had catched ye sleepin’, 
I’m no sure but I obsairved an unco’ glint in their 
eye.” 

When John reached the post and called up the 
Ojibways for examination, they gazed at him 
| Stolidly, and one by one returned the same 
answer : 

““Mudgé-Nottawa big plenty all time come back 
home—Indian scare bad—tink Mudgé-Nottawa 
catch boss for sure—kill dead—eat up—-so. Indian 
scare bad—take canoe—tink hear Mudgé-Nottawa 
| call for come back—Indian scare more—no come 
| back. Indian tink mebbe Mudgé-Nottawa not 
| seare Indian next time.” 

At each repetition of the tale Donald Mac- 
Farlane looked cannier, and when the last 
| Ojibway had replied with the same “‘unco’ glint” 
| of his eyes, the old Scotchman fell into a prolonged 
| brown study. 
“*They’re puir bodies clean abjeck in superstee- 
| tion—nae doot o’ that,” he said at last to John. 
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“It’s no just exawkly conceivable that they’d be 
guilty o’ practical jockin’ theirsels, mair especially | 
at the costs o’ a company’s agent. Na—na—l’ll 
no give my ain opeenion—least said soonest 
mended. But I’m thinkin’ practical jockin’ may 
be carrit too far.” 
“That’s so,” said John. 
RosE IRONSIDE. 





EXPERIENCE. 


Who heeds not experience trust him not; tell him 
The scope of one mind can but trifles achieve ; 

The weakest who draws from the mine will excel him— 
The wealth of mankind is the wisdom they leave. 


John Boyle O’ Reilly. 





Superseded by a Cousin. 


A picture of home life, and an abdica- 
tion—followed by results. 


WANT to consult you about some- | 
thing, mamma,” said the tall, dark- 
haired girl, drawing up a rather | 
shabby chair beside her mother’s, 
and glancing at a huge pile of | 
* stockings in the maternal lap. 
**Why ; have you all those to do?” 
she queried. 

Mrs. Alston merely nodded, being apparently 
occupied by a knot in her darning cotton. 

“How sorry I am for you!’’ said the girl, clasp- | 
ing her hands behind her head. | 

Her mother’s glance went from the refractory | 
knot to the lazy figure opposite, with a quizzical 
smile. ‘‘I suppose the bulky letter you received | 
this morning has something to do with your wish | 
to speak to me,” she said, cheerfully. 

“Yes. Of course you remember Ethel Fleming, 
the lovely girl who spent a week with me last | 
August ?” 

“T remember Ethel Fleming,’ replied Mrs. 
Alston, rather dryly. 

“Oh, you are prejudiced against her, mamma. 
I forgot that she displeased you by making fun 
of her sister’s awkward ways. But really, 
she did not exaggerate one bit. I once met her 
sister, and she is the most —’’ 

**My displeasure was not based on the assump- | 
tion that Miss Fleming was exaggerating,” said 
Mrs. Alston, quietly. 

“Oh, well, mamma! You are more particular | 
than some people, you know. But just read this | 
letter; I am sure Ethel is generous enough. She | 
and her mother have invited me to spend a year | 
with them in New York.” 

Mrs. Alston dropped her darning implements, 
and took the extended letter with a face of grave | 





surprise, saying, “‘A year? My dear, that would | 
be rather a long visit, I think.’’ 

“Of course it would be a long visit, mother 
dear ; and just think what a benefit it would be to 
me to spend all that time in the best, the very best 
society in New York! Wait, just let me read 
you what Ethel says: 

***Tell your mother, darling, that we will make 
a different girl of you.. Nothing polishes one 
after graduation like contact with the best society, | 
and of course this is impossible for you in your 
sleepy little town.’ ” 

Before Mrs. Alston could give an opinion as to 
this assertion, there was a tap at the door, and 
then a voice said: ‘‘Miss Helen, will ye plaze to | 
wash the silver as soon as ye can, so I may swape | 
the room ?” 

“Haven’t you washed the silver yet, Helen?” 
asked Mrs. Alston, glancing at the clock with 
surprise. 

‘Bother the silver!’’ exclaimed Helen. Since 
her graduation from school, four months ago, her 
mother had asked her assistance in household 
affairs. She rose from her chair reluctantly. 

“Well, will you read the letter, and think it 
over while I am down-stairs, mamma?” 

Mrs. Alston assented, and Helen left the room. 
As she foamed the soapsuds into snowy masses, | 
her youngest sister, who had been dressing a doll | 
in the hall, came to the table and gazed into 
the little tub with fascinated eyes. 

“Now keep away, Louise! I’m busy,” Helen 
said, sharply. 

“I won’t touch anything,” pleaded the child. 

: Ry you make me nervous. Go and play with | 
Ada.” } 

““Ada’s gone to Marion’s house,” objected | 
Louise, whose waning vacation sometimes hung | 
heavily on her hands. 

Helen dropped several knives by accident, and | 
her face looked so severe as she picked them up | 
that Louise hurriedly retired. 

“You never want me to have any fun!” she | 
called back as she reached the stairs, gaining | 
courage in her retreat. 

A few days passed, during which Helen 
frequently made impatient inquiries of her 
mother, and was told in reply that “I am thinking | 
the matter over.” Finally, one evening Helen’s | 
father called her to him, where he sat reading the | 
paper. 

“Nelly,” he began, laying it down, “your 
mother has talked with me about your plan 
‘or making a long visit to your friend in New 
York. We think a change may possibly do 
you good in some respects; but do you think 
~ ome be happy away from us for a whole 


“Oh yes, papa! I mean,” Helen added, hastily, 





| seen, is visiting us for an indefinite period. Since | Agnes said, cordially. 
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seeing her father’s reproachful glance, “that it | 
would be impossible for me to be homesick with 
such people as Ethel Fleming and her mother; | 
though—of course—I—should miss you all,” she 
finjshed, rather lamely. 

“You help your mother in the housework, do 
you not? She would miss your assistance, I 
presume?” inquired Mr. Aiston, with a keen | 
look. 

“Oh, I don’t think so,” replied Helen, care- 
lessly, heedless of the damaging admission. 

There was a moment’s silence. ‘Very well, 
my dear; if you can get your mother’s consent, 
you have mine.” 

Feeling vaguely disappointed in his daughter, 
Mr. Alston returned to his paper. 

To Helen’s secret surprise and open joy, 
“mother’s consent” was obtained, and rapturous 
letters passed between Ethel and herself. 

Ada and Louise often came to the door of 
Helen’s room, and lingered there as the prelimi- 
nary packing progressed. On the afternoon of 
her departure Helen glanced up from the trouble- 
some task of folding her one silk waist so that 
it should be found free from wrinkles, to see | 
Louise watching the process eagerly, while Ada 
looked on over Louise’s shoulder. 

“Do go away, children!” she exclaimed, 
pettishly. ‘‘I declare I shall be glad when I get 
out of reach of your stares!” 

“‘T don’t see how they hurt you,” retorted Ada, | 
hiding her discomfiture under a toss of the head. | 


| “Come, Louise, leave Crosspatch to herself.’ 


“Children are so impudent!” Helen muttered 


| as they disappeared. 


Helen departed with rather superficial leave- | 
takings and soon after this letter came from her: | 


September, 1894. 

Dear Mamma.—I arrived safely last Wednes- | 
day night, and found Mrs. Fleming’s carriage | 
waiting for me at the station. The coachman’s | 
livery is superb. Ethel and Mrs. Fleming | 
—— me very cordially, and I feel quite at | 
nome. 

I wish you could see Ethel’s evening dresses! | 
She has seven—each one designed by an artist. | 
Oh, how home-madeish my poor chiffon looks! 
But Ethel is going to have her maid give it a few 
touches—a French maid, you know. 

I have a beautiful room here. There is a brass | 
bedstead, with the dearest lace draperies, and a 
full-length mirror—I don’t have to prop back the 
glass with a hair-brush now. 

I am going to a matinée with Ethel, so must 
close.—Hastily, HELEN. 


More letters came, much after the same sort; 
and this is one which her mother wrote to her: 


My dea* Helen.—Your letters are read with 
much interest. You seem to be having a delight- | 
ful time. 

I have a bit of news for you. Your cousin, 
Agnes Lindsay, whom I believe you have never 


her mother’s death she has been much alone, and 
now her father is obliged to go to California, to 
look after some business interests there. He 
wrote to ask if we would take charge of her until | 
he settles down again. 

I hesitated at first, but as your room was vacant, 
I thought we might manage it, and I am very 
glad indeed that I decided as I did, for Agnes is 
a sweet girl, and has endeared herself to us 
already. I do not know how long her stay will 
be, as her father’s business is rather complicated. 

Be sure of our interest in everything that 
concerns you, my dear child, and write as often 
as possible.— Your affectionate mother. 


It was nearly two months afterward that this 
eame from Helen: 

February — 

Dearest Mother.—I suppose you will be sur- 

rised to hear that I am coming home immediately. 
iverything is over between Ethel and me. I 
noticed a change in her manner and in her 
mother’s some weeks ago, but now they show 
their feelings so plainly that I can’t stay any 
longer. 

Mrs. Fleming said yesterday, in a roundabout 
way, that she does not think Ethel and I are 
congenial. I suppose Ethel is displeased because 
I could not help showing that her behavior on one 
or two occasions shocked me. She laughs at me, 
and calls me “provincial,” but I don’t think she 
liked it. You were right about her, mamma; she 
is not such a nice girl as I thought her. I will be 
home Tuesday. 


Your affectionate daughter, HELEN. 


The dusk was deepening on the day when 
Helen reached the home she had been so eager to 
leave, six months before. The lamps in the 
sitting-room were lighted and burning steadily. 
Helen had a fantastic remembrance of the way 
they had often flared and smoked when they had 
been in her charge. 

A sweet-faced girl came forward as she entered 
the hall. Ada and Louise were on either side of | 
her, their arms intertwined about her slender | 
waist. 

“TI am so glad to see you, Cousin Helen!’’ she 
said, with a cordial kiss. 

Ada and Louise followed her example in 
silence. 

“Thank you,” Helen said, rather coldly. 
“‘Where is mamma ?” 

Mrs. Alston was already coming down the | 
stairs. “‘My dear Helen!’ she said softly ; and the | 
pressure of her motherly arms took a little ef the 
sore feeling out of Helen’s heart. 

“Come, Ada! Come, Louise!’ called Agnes, 
gaily. ‘‘Let us carry sister’s baggage to her 
room ; she must be tired.” 

As she spoke, she took the satchel and pre- 
pared to lead the way, while Ada followed with 
the umbrella, and Louise brought up the rear | 
with the lunch-basket. 
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Agnes seems quite at home,” she remarked to 
her mother. 

Mrs. Alston ignored the tone in which this 
was said. “I am sure you will like her,” she) 
answered. ‘‘ But come up, dear, and rest awhile | 
before dinner.” 

The trio of baggage-carriers were still in 
Helen’s room when its owner entered. Ada 


| sidled toward the door as Helen came in, and 


Louise hastily laid down the lunch-basket she 
was examining with a child’s curiosity. Agnes 
was busily engaged in pouring water into the 
basin, and in laying out the toilet articles. 

They all went out soon, and Helen, as she 
removed her wraps, looked about the room with 
a feeling of contentment that surprised herself. 
The girlish treasures it contained had never 
looked so pretty to her before. Perhaps it was 
because she felt that they were her own—a 
feeling she had been a stranger to of late. 

When the dinner-bell rang her cheeks grew 
red. ‘“‘I suppose papa will make jokes about 
me,” she reflected. ‘Before that Agnes, too!’’ 

But Mr. Alston made no jokes. Only there 
was an amused look on his face as he kissed his 
daughter. 

‘Weare glad to get our girl back, eh, mamma ?’’ 
he said. 

Helen’s experiences—her pleasant ones, that 
is, for her unpleasant ones were not touched 
upon, much to her relief—were listened to with 
flattering attention; but Helen herself felt dull 
and sore. Somehow her heart was strangely 
heavy as she noticed the little attentions paid her 
parents by her cousin. 

In the midst of her account of the opera, Helen, 
was really observing how deftly Agnes placed a 


| shawl around her aunt’s shoulders when Mrs. 
| Alston felt a slight draught. She tried to smother 


a feeling of jealousy at the look which thanked 
her. The description of Ethel’s birthday féte 
flagged a little as she watched Agnes rise from 
her seat to carry Mr. Alston’s coffee-cup to him. 
He, too, thanked her with a smile. 

**] didn’t think papa and mamma liked to be 
fawned upon in that way,” she thought, resent- 
fully. 

After dinner the family gathered in the sitting- 
room, Mr. Alston with his evening paper, and | 
his wife with her knitting in her ever-busy | 
fingers. Helen retired to a dark corner, and sat 


| looking at the family group, feeling like a discon- 
| solate ghost revisiting its former haunts. Over 


in a corner of the old, cozy sofa, Agnes was 
hearing Ada and Louise recite, in a low voice, 


| their lessons for the next day. 


By and by Mr. Alston looked over at Agnes. 


“How’s this?” he inquired, good-humoredly. | & 
1 J 


‘*Where’s our music to-night ?” 
“T wish Cousin Helen would play for us,’’ 





“Thank you,” replied Helen with dignity; ‘‘I 
don’t feel like playing to-night.” 

“No, no,” remarked her father, lightly. | 
“Helen feels insulted if I ask her to play my old | 
favorites, and I confess I’m not up to Bach and 
Beethoven.” 

Agnes felt uncomfortable as she took her place 
at the piano, but she did her best, and Helen had 
to acknowledge that her cousin’s voice was a very 
sweet one. ig 

“There! What do you think of that, Nelly?” 
asked Mr. Alston when the song was ended. 

“Beautiful !’’ said Helen, briefly. ‘‘But, Ada, 
do come away from the piano! I don’t see how 
Agnes can play while you lean against her so.” 

“Oh, it doesn’t disturb me at all, thank you,” 
said Agnes, quickly, looking down with an 
encouraging smile at the culprit. 

For a week or two after her arrival home, 
Helen suffered jealous pangs as she saw how 
Agnes was relied upon by the household. Finally, 
from a mixture of feelings, she resolved to emulate 
her cousin, and began one Saturday morning by 
applying to Annie, at her customary lazy hour, 
for the mop and hot water. 

“Sure the silver is all done,” was Annie’s 
answer. 

“Who did it?’ Helen inquired, rather un- 


| necessarily. 


“Miss Agnes, bless her swate face!’’ replied 
Annie, with real feeling. ; 

With an uncomfortable sense that her help was 
rather superfluous, Helen went to the lamps, and 
discovered on examining them that they were 
full of oil, and had been freshly trimmed. 

Completely daunted, she sat down in front of 
the fire, and guzed into it frowningly. In a few 
moments Louise came into the room with a 
ribbon in her hand. She stopped short as she 
caught sight of Helen. 

“What is it, Louise?” asked her sister, making 
an effort to speak pleasantly. 

“T thought Agnes was here,’’ Louise explained, 
hesitatingly. “I want her to tie this for me.’’ 

“Come here; Ill do it.’’ 

Louise did not show much eagerness, but Helen 
tied on the ribbon With as much skill as she was 
mistress of. . 

‘“*There, how is that?” she asked. 

Louise looked over her shoulder. ‘Agnes 
makes shorter ends,” she said, with a dissatisfied 
expression. “I like Agnes’s way best.’ 

Helen’s face flushed, and the bitterness in her 
heart welled over. Snatching off the sash, she 
thrust it in Louise’s hand and pushed her away. 

“Go to Agnes, then, you ungrateful child!” 
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her chair and burst into tears of jealous anger 
and remorse. She saw that she had flung away 
the love offered to her, only to long for it when 
it seemed to be given to some one else. 

A few moments later Mrs. Alston, passing 
through the hall, heard a sound of sobbing, and 
came to learn the cause. Helen raised her head 
as she heard the approaching footsteps, and tried 
to conceal her tears; but it was of no use; they 
broke out afresh as her mother bent over her. 

“What is it, dear?’’ Mrs. Alston whispered ; 
and the conviction so close to Helen’s lips found 
utterance. 

“O mamma, Agnes has taken my place! No 
one cares for me now!” 

Mrs. Alston understood. She said nothing 
until the paroxysm of weeping was over, merely 
smoothing the dark head caressingly; but when 
Helen was calm again she sat down beside her 
and drew a letter from her pocket. 

“Helen, dear, before I tell you about this 
letter, I want to assure you that some day you 
will look back and own how much happiness 
you owe to your cousin. She has taught you, I 
think, a lesson that perhaps you have needed, my 
child; and it is not too late for you to profit by 
it. Just as much love, just as much admiration 
as she has gained from us all is waiting for you, 
dear, if you will only fill your place—for no 
one has taken it, Helen; it has only stood empty. 

“This letter is from Agnes’s father. He is 
settled in California, and is anxious to have Agnes 
join him as soon as possible. The dear child is 
very happy about it; she is writing to your 
uncle now. I am sure, you will make the 
remainder of her stay here as pleasant as you 
ean.” 

A week afterward Agnes went to her father. 
A remark made by Mr. Alston a few months 
later will perhaps show that Helen had learned 
her lesson. It was called forth by some slight 
service his daughter had rendered him — slight, 
but performed with promptness and the heartiest 
good-will. 

*“Mamma,” he said to his wife with a meaning 
smile, “I don’t think we miss Agnes half so 
much as I was afraid we should.” 

FLORENCE L. ANDEM. 
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Letty Wright’s Call for the Doctor. 


A wild night.—A doctor’s faithfulness. 
His reward. 


Bee HE doctor sat in the sail-boat while 
ow P 7x the water dashed over the rail 
oA) and wet his thick, rough coat. 
Overhead the autumn sky was 
gray and sullen, and out of the 
northeast the wind blew strong 
and keen, whipping the sea into black, angry 
waves crested with white. 

The little sloop pitched and lurched as it 
battled with the contrary gale, but the doctor 
was proof against such motion. He only but- 
toned his collar higher about his neck and pulled 
his soft cap down over his brow, as with a grunt 
of disapproval he settled himself for a long, hard 
trip. 

‘**Tough work, captain,”’ he said to the weather- 
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| beaten man who held the wheel. 


“Nasty night,” answered the captain, pointing 
to the black overhead that was already sending 
down big, heavy splashes. ‘“‘Never saw anything 
come up sharper, though when we left the island, 
it looked a bit dirty out seaward. Like enough 
it’s the line gale, and if it is we’ll have a night 
of it!” 

An hour previous the doctor was sitting in 
his library, where a bright fire dispelled the chill 
of the late afternoon air. He had just returned 
from a wearying round of calls and was tired. 
Home comforts never seemed more attractive as 
he leaned back in his easy-chair and stretched 
his slippered feet toward the cheery blaze. 

A new magazine lay, uncut, in his lap and he 
could hear the quick, light step of his wife as she 
hurried to and fro between kitchen and dining- 
room preparing an early supper, for a hasty 
mouthful of lunch had served the doctor for 
dinner that day. 

While the doctor was thus feeling sensible of the 
blessings of repose and of the good things of this 
life, he was roused by the tinkle of his office 
bell and a moment later heard his wife’s clear 
voice speaking to some one at the door. 

**4 little boy, did you say? Oh, I am so sorry, 
but I don’t see how the doctor can go to the island 
to-night. He is very tired and it’s going to storm. 
Perhaps he can tell you what to do for the child. 

The doctor stepped to the door and gently put 
his wife aside. 

“Sickness at the island, did you say? Why, 
Captain Brown, how are you? Widow Wright’s 
boy? Badly off? Wait a moment, my man,” 
and without taking time to do anything but 
swallow a cup of hot coffee, the doctor buttoned 
up his heavy ulster and, medicine-case in hand, 
walked rapidly through the narrow streets of 
Smoothbay to the wharf where the Trial tossed 
on the restless water. 

This was not the doctor’s first trip to the island, 
which lay twenty miles out to sea. Not only 


| Smoothbay Harbor itself, but all the islands 
| which lay in the embrace of the great bay, and 
| she exclaimed, passionately ; and as Louise, with | all the settlements scaftered along its indented 


Helen watched them ascend the stairs. ‘“Cousin | a scared face, left the room, Helen sank back in | coast, called upon the doctor in time of need, and 
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his bluff, kindly face was a familiar sight for 
miles about. 

So long was the Trial in working out of the 
landlocked harbor, that the night had settled 
down black and heavy when she reached the 
open sea and staggered in the tempest. The 
same wind which had helped her to a speedy 
trip to Smoothbay now blew full against her 
and made her course long and hard. There was 
no fog and the lights from the shore shone bright, 
lengthened and distorted by the now fast falling 
rain. 

“Dead ahead!” exclaimed Captain Brown, 
making ready for another tack. ‘This boat can 
point as nigh the wind as anything afloat, but 
I’ll be blest if she can make much in this blast!’ 

“So Letty Wright is back on the island,”’ said 
the doctor. ‘“‘She used to be a shiftless sort of a 
woman.” 

“You may well say that,” replied Captain 
Brown. ‘“‘Shiftless she was born and shiftless 
she will die! Jacob left her a purty good sum, 
but somehow it’s leaked away. Her rigging 
alone must have cost a pile; I never see sech a 
sight of things as she gitson! It’ll have to last 
her through, I guess, for she aint got nothing to 
git more with.” 

*‘Doesn’t she do anything to support herself ?’’ 

“Support herself!’ scornfully sniffed the cap- 
tain. “She lives on the Perkinses, and they 
aint got any too much for themselves. And 
them young ones of Letty’s, they jest ride right 
over her!” 

“How about the boy? 
the matter was with him ?” 

“T didn’t stop to see. 
was at dinner, crying and wringing her hands. 
She wanted me to come right in for you, but I 
told her we never went for the doctor unless 
there was something mighty serious. She said 
Jimmy was dying,—fits and fainting and all that 
kind of a thing,—and that she’d had one go 
before jest like that. He’s a pesky little toad, 
but you can’t lay up no grudge agin a sick child, 
so I started off.” 

“I’m glad you did,” said the doctor, gravely. 
“There’s a tendency to heart trouble in that 
family that is no laughing matter. I remember 
Jimmy had a hard struggle when he was a baby. 
What—” but the doctor’s question was cut short 
by a sheet of water which swept across the 
deck. 

“ That’s the first green sea we’ve had, but it 
won’t be the last, Will,” called the captain to his 
mate. ‘“‘She’ll weather it, though.” 

But the gale increased, and in spite of the 
practised hand at the tiller the boat seemed at 
the merey of wind and sea. Waves rushed at 
the little craft 4s if in rage at her daring, and 
eager to engulf her. For a while not a word 
was spoken, then the captain said, shaking the 
streaming raindrops from his face: 

“It’snouse! I’m going to bring her about and 
run into Minniken’s Neck. We'll be swamped 
in ten minutes if I don’t!” 

Again all were silent while the boat eased off 
on another tack, and wallowed faster through 
the darkness toward a faint light on the shore. 

When at last the crew and the passenger of 
the Trial stood on the rickety little pier at 
Minniken’s, the water running in streams from 
their top-coats, the captain laid his hand heavily 
on the doctor’s shoulder : 

“T thought we was done for that time!’ he 
said. ‘‘A few more shakes from that wind and 
we’d have been calling on Davy Jones now! 
I’m going up to Zeb Davises—better come along 
with me. Guess some of ’em must be up by that 
light a-burning.” 

“*Has Zeb a team?” asked the doctor. 

“‘Something he calls one,” laughed the captain. 
“You aint thinking of riding to the island, 
be ye?” 

“If Zeb will drive me to the point I can get 
some one to take me over to the island in the 
morning. ‘This wind will go down by that time, 
I reckon.” 

“Well, I can’t say nothing agin helping a sick 
child,” said Captain Brown. ‘For my part I’d 
kept on if it had been a possible thing, but there, 
doctor, I do mortal hate to have you go further 
in this storm, wet as you be, too! Jest wait till 
morning.” 

“Got to get to that boy!” said the doctor, 
gruffly, as they walked toward Zeb’s house. 

It was almost midnight, and the inmates had 
been in bed and asleep for hours, but the 
captain’s vigorous knocking soon brought a head 
to an upper window. 

“That you, Captain Brown?” said a feminine 
voice, in response to the captain’s salute. “Give 
you a bed? Why, of course, and glad to! Jest 
wait till I git something on.” 

A few moments later they stood in the narrow 
entry while Zeb’s wife, lamp in hand, surveyed 
their wet clothing. 

“Why, you’re jest soaked!” she exclaimed. 
“Come right into the kitchen and I’ll start a good 
fire. I’m sorry my man’s away.” 

“T hope he hasn’t taken his horse with him!” 
interrupted the doctor. 

“Oh, yes. He drove over to Smoothbay this 
afternoon and the storm must have kept him. I 
burned a light so if he should happen along, but 
I didn’t believe he’d start in this gale.” 

The doctor looked grave. “Is there any one 
else around here who has a team?” he asked. 

“Well, there’s the Olivers. They have an old 
horse and wagon, such as it is. They’ll let you 


Do you know what 





Letty come in while we . 
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have it and be glad to, but you better stay here 
till morning.” 

‘Where do the Olivers live?” asked the doctor, 
stepping to the door. 

“If you must go, it’s right up the lane here; 
you can’t miss it.’’ 

The doctor took the boat’s lantern from Cap- 
tain Brown and stepped out into the night. He 
struggled along the muddy lane that led to the 
Olivers’ and rapped loud and long. In a few 
moments the door was cautiously opened, reveal- 
ing Mrs. Oliver enveloped in a dingy shawl. 

“Elmer, is that you? 
me most to death,” she exclaimed, as the doctor 
stepped in out of the wet. “Is anything the 
matter with Elmer?” 

“No, no, my good woman. I only want to 
hire your horse and wagon for a few-hours. I 
must get to the point as soon as possible. I’vea 
bad case on the island.’’ 

‘Well, there! I’m awful sorry, but Elmer’s 
took the team to Smoothbay. He saw Zeb Davis 
drive by, and that set him out to go. I expect 


Good land! you skeered | 


But still he kept on. The fall broke the glass 
of the lantern and a whiff of wind blew out the 
light, leaving the poor doctor in utter blackness. 

| He stopped for an instant, then once more faced 

the storm, this time in darkness unbroken by 
even the dim flame which had served to guide 
him in a feeble way. 

After a couple of hours the rain ceased almost 
as suddenly as it had begun, and when the doctor 
was within a mile or so from the point the 
gusty wind blew the black clouds into rents and 

| patches. 

Through the ragged openings the doctor caught 
momentary glimpses of the old moon —only a 
| broken bit, but still big enough to cast somé 
| faint light on land and sea and to bring renewed 

courage to the traveller's weary footsteps. 

At last the doctor reached the tiny settlement 
at the point and, drenched and mud-splashed, 

| dragged himself to the house of an acquaintance 
whom he knew owned a boat. 

“T must have some rest,” he said to Captain 
Weeks after he had made known his needs. 
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he’ll stay until this storm’s blowed out. Lor 
sakes, doctor, where be yer?” and she thrust 
her frowsly head out of the door and strained 
her eyes in the darkness. But the doctor had 
vanished. 

‘Well,’ she remarked to herself as she brushed 
the rain from her hair and prepared to crawl 
back into her warm bed, “I wouldn’t care to 
have my man trapesing ’round at midnight in a 
gale like this; but there, doctors git uster it!” 
and she blew out her light. 

The doctor stood still for a moment after he 
had groped his way back to the road. A blast 


NELSON A. MILES. 


“Let me sleep for an hour and then we will 
start.” 

When the doctor walked down to the waiting 
sail-boat, refreshed by his nap, warmed and 
dried, and strengthened by a comfortable break- 
fast, the sun was as shining and the ocean as 
sparkling as if the fury of the night had been 
but a dream. 

The heavy rain had beaten down the waves, 
the wind had shifted and all was prosperous for 
a speedy voyage. The small sail-boat danced 
over its ten miles in good time, and it was not 
long before the doctor stepped out onto the little 


of wind struck him full and nearly took away | beach 


his breath. A rush of raindrops swept into his 
face, stinging like tiny lashes. 

He turned toward the light that shone cheerily 
from Zeb Davis’s kitchen and that spoke of rest, 
warmth and comfort, and took a step in its 
direction. Then he turned again, shook his 
burly shoulders and breasted the storm. 

It was fortunate the doctor knew so well the 
rough road between Minniken’s and the point. 
The feeble ray from the lantern seemed to make 
the darkness only more visible, and he had to 
grope more by feeling than by sight. 

Once in a while, when the road rose clear of 
the low-growing spruces, he could catch the faint, 
far-gleaming flame of the point lighthouse, but 
most of the way lay in blackness, while the air 
about him was filled with the scream of the storm 
and the roar of the surf. 

More than once the doctor was sorely tempted 
to turn back, and he growled at the chance that 
had brought him out, but still he kept on, 
splashing through the miry hollows or stumbling 
over the rocky ledges. His rain-soaked garments 
hung heavily upon his weary body, and the 
water from his cap dripped with steady coldness 
down the back of his neck. 

Once, mistaking his path, he tripped over a 
tree-root and fell forward into a muddy pool. 

“Bah!” he exclaimed, wiping the dirty water 
from his mouth and beard, “‘I won’t go another 
step for all the sick boys in Christendom !” 


The island lay bright in the clear morning air. 
The men were out in their boats, the women 
busy with their housework, and the doctor en- 
countered no one as he hurried up the winding, 
rocky way that led to Letty Wright’s and to his 
little patient. As he drew near, it seemed to him 
as if an ominous silence brooded over the place. 

“I’m afraid it’s gone hard with the lad!” he 
thought, and he quickened his footsteps. 

He softly opened the door of the low, unpainted 
house and stepped into the narrow entry. Hear- 
ing no sound he advanced in the direction of 
the kitchen. Letty was standing by the sink, 
languidly wiping dishes. 

Remains of breakfast were still on the table, 
clothing and odds and ends occupied every chair ; 
the floor was unswept, the stove unblacked and 
Letty’s dishevelled figure fitted in well with the 
general disorder. 

“The boy has died,” said the doctor to himself, 
taking in at a glance the untidiness and forlorn- 
ness of everything. 

“Good land!’’ exclaimed Letty, throwing down 
her dish-towel and snatching a pile of soiled 
clothes off of a chair. “Sit right here, doctor. I 
hoped you wouldn’t start in all that storm.’ 

“T’d have gone through twice as much to have 
got here in time,” responded the doctor, his respect 
for the mother’s bereavement softening his usually 
brusque tones. 


Letty seemed embarrassed. “I was awful 
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skeered at first,” said she, “‘but it wasn’t for long. 
Sorry you had to come for nothing, doctor !” 

“I’m sorry for you, Mrs. Wright. How long 
did the little fellow live after he was seized?” 
asked the doctor. 

“Live?” exclaimed Letty. ‘‘Well, I guess if 
there’s a live boy on the island it’s my Jimmy! 
You can’t kill him as easy as that. That precious 
boy’s down to the cove this blessed minute, catch- 
ing cunners.” 

“What do you mean?” demanded the doctor, 
jumping up abruptly in the revulsion of his 
feeling. 

“Well, doctor, you’d have been scairt yourself if 
you’d seen him yesterday morning,’ whimpered 
Letty. ‘He did look awful sick. I felt jest like 
licking him when I found out what the matter 
was. But there, boys will be boys, and I suppose 
the sooner he gits used to smoking the better it’ll 
be for his stummick!” Here Letty found herself 
talking to empty air. 

The doctor strode down to the beach, and in 
fifteen minutes the boat had made its way out 
of the tiny harbor and was pointed toward 
Smoothbay. 

“T think the doctor’s a dretful harsh man,” 
complained Letty to a neighbor who dropped 
in that morning. ‘‘I don’t see why he should 
have any feeling because Jimmy got better with- 
out his help! He’s mighty short in his ways, 
too. I don’t believe I’ll have him agin. They 
say there’s a real nice doctor over to Port Clyde.” 

Mary E. MITCHELL. 





How I Served My Apprenticeship 
As a Soldier. 


By Major-General Nelson A. Miles. 


ROM my earliest recollections I 
remember hearing my father tell 
how his father and grandfather 
had left their homes at the first 
summons to arms in the great war 
for our independence, and hurried 
to the fields of Lexington, Ben- 

i nington and other scenes of strug- 
gle and triumph ; how their ancestors had engaged 
in the numerous campaigns and stirring conflicts 
of the French and Indian wars that for many 
generations tested the courage and patriotism of 
the early colonists. 

My recollection of many of these stories is to 
this day still vivid and inspiring. While they 
chiefly related to deeds of daring and endurance, 
and tended to foster the more rugged virtues, 
still there were not lacking pathetic incidents 
and situations, such as the separation of families 
or their capture or escape, which aroused the 
keenest sympathy of the youthful mind, particu- 
larly toward the women and children who figured 
in these thrilling tales. 

Among the boyish games which I most vividly 
remember, and in which I most delighted, were 
those where I and my companions formed our- 
selves into bands and miniature regiments, to 
represent in the fields and forests of New England 
the battles of our fathers with the Indians, 
“Britishers” and Mexicans. 

Of course, in these mimic encounters, however 
hotly contested, the enemy, whether savage or 
civilized, was in the end always put to ignominious 
flight. 

My thoughts and tastes at an early age took a 
decided turn toward the military service of my 
country. I meant to be a soldier should opportu- 
nity present itself to me as to my ancestors; but 
when I arrived at a suitable age for the choice of 
a profession, circumstances over which I had no 
control led me in another direction. 

Though obliged to adopt a mercantile pursuit, 
my taste and ambition for the military profession 
were not weakened, and I was resolved to join 
the army should the country require the armed 
services of her sons. 





Looking Forward to War. 


During the years of heated political agitation 
preceding our great Civil War some of the wiser 
heads predicted that war must be the outcome of 
political antagonisms of the time, that an “‘irre- 
pressible conflict” existed between the principles 
held by the people living in different sections of 
the country, and that the diversity of interests 
could not be harmonized, but must be submitted 
to “the dread arbitrament of the sword.” 

The failure of the various efforts to compromise 
and peacefully arbitrate the conflicting interests 
made it more and more apparent to the young 
men of that day that their martial services must 
soon be required. Hence, for some time before 
the war I gave much thought to military matters, 
and sought to qualify myself in the military art 
so that I might be prepared for the day of actual 
conflict. 

Together with a few young men in Boston I 
placed myself under the tutelage of an old French 
colonel by the name of Salignac, and all the time 
that I could find available was devoted to the 
study and practice of military drills, the duties 
of officers, the discipline and methods of command 
and administration. 

This French officer was a most thorough soldier 
in all his methods and action, and the corps of 
young men under his instruction grew from a 
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single small company until it numbered, first and 
last, over three thousand men. In it was schooled 
a very large number of the men who afterward 
became officers of Massachusetts regiments. 

In entering upon a new life at that age, I felt 
the same embarrassing insignificance as most 
other young men do in finding themselves occu- 
pying simply the position of a cog, as it were, in 
the great machinery known as an army organiza- 
tion. 

But I was not without hope of rising in the 
service. In military life the belief amounts to 
an absolute faith that devotion to duty, earnest- 
ness in every requirement, and careful prepara- 
tion and equipment for any duty that-may be 
required will in time bring their reward. 

Examples of this before the eyes of my com- 
patriots and myself were numerous. Worth, 
Taylor, Jackson, Harrison, and above all 
Washington, illustrated our past military history, 
while to my mind Abraham Lincoln and Lieut.- 
Gen. Winfield Scott were the two men during 
the early period of the war who towered above 
all others as present exemplars to lofty purpose, 
and military as well as political patriotism. 


The First Step Downward. 


My own first experience in actual military life 
was quite embarrassing and discouraging, but 
not entirely disheartening. The determination 
to place myself in the service of my country 
surmounted all other considerations, and I was 
resolved to accept the best position offered, but at 
all events to serve my country in some position, 
however humble. After expending all the prop- 
erty I possessed in the recruiting of a company, 
my first step in military rank, instead of being a 
promotion, was downward. 

My first commission was that of captain, which 
was taken away on what I considered the unjust 
and unreasonable pretence of my youth, and 
given to one older than myself, while I was given 
the rank of first-lieutenant. With that rank I 
went to the war, not perhaps as cheerfully as 1 
should have gone with the higher grade, but with 
undiminished determination to render the best 
service possible. 

Our regiment was assigned to the Army of the 
Potomac, where the great surges of the war 
rolled back and forth for four long years between 
the capitals of the two mighty antagonists. I 
took, as I suppose most young men do, some 
characters as my ideals or exemplars. I have 
already referred to two of them; Gen. E. V. 
Sumner was another. 

He was a son of my own native state, a veteran 
of the Mexican War, a man distinguished for 
services on the frontier and on the Pacific coast, 
an ideal field-marshal, imbued with intense 
patriotism, the very soul of honor, a strict disci- 
plinarian and a determined and enterprising 
warrior. He impressed his command with the 
idea that thorough efficiency was the best guar- 
antee for success in action, and that offensive 
fighting was far superior to defensive methods in 
accomplishing results. 

I have frequently seen this white-haired veteran 
ride along the lines just before a battle opened, 
instructing his commanders to impress it upon 
their troops that ‘“‘under no circumstances should 
they be allowed to give an inch of ground to the 
enemy, but on the other hand, that every encounter 
should be followed by an offensive movement and 
rigorous pursuit.” 

The value of such discipline to the young and 
impressible is beyond all calculations, and would 
be a most admirable schooling for any young man 
in military or civil life. Subordination, obedience, 
respect for superiors and for law are all inculeated 
by discipline, and it is only through these qualities | 
that large bodies of people, whether armies or | 
civil communities, can be governed, and good | 
order maintained. 





A High School of Patriotism. 


Military service in an intelligent and patriotic 
army and under a noble commander is a high 
school and university of patriotism, in which the 
course of learning comprises a sense of honor, 
integrity, generosity, courage, and all the highest 
attributes of manhood, whether in war or in 
peace. 

Very much depends upon the circumstances 
and influences under which a young man first 
enters upon a new field of life. It was my good 
fortune to serve at the beginning of my military 
career under able and brave officers, and with as 
heroic a body of men as ever graced the uniform. 
Inthe Second Army Corps, Army of the Potomac, 
they were numbered by the thousands, and the 
seneral officers in our first engagement were 

Xichardson, Sumner, Hooker, Hancock, Howard 
and Barlow, all brave men, all wounded in battle. 
Richardson was killed at the Battle of Antietam. 

My first experience in battle, or what is called 
“the baptism of fire,” was at the Battle of Williams- 
burg, Virginia. The brigade in which I was an 
officer had not been engaged, although held within 
sound of the battle-field. Yet so much interested 
was I in the engagement that I requested permis- 
sion to go forward, and went into the action with 
another command. 

I well remember that I was so intensely in 
earnest that I felt no more trepidation than I have 
felt in being under artillery and infantry fire a 
hundred times since. 

I have seen some intelligent, proud-spirited men, 





THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 


who wanted to be brave, turn as white and pale 
as death, and I have seen many others amid the 
fiercest storm of battle and in the very presence 


of death as immovable and apparently as void of | Spanish dictionary. 


emotion as a bronze statue. 

Timid men are not made brave, nor brave men 
made timid, by experience under fire. But men 
naturally timid may act heroically, for all actuated 
by a high sense of honor and devoted to their 
cause regard their sacred duty more than they 
prize their own lives. 





The “Cub Creek” Bull-Fight. 


It was-a spectacle! Exciting and per- 
haps thrilling, but not quite in the way 
we anticipated. 


Wee HE great Potato Picnic will never be 
forgotten by the people of the Cub 
Creek valley. This district was at 
first the scene of a brief mining 
excitement. After that there was a 
blaze of disorderly glory. This subsided into 
a tame career of cattle-ranching, which finally 
developed an unexpected resource. It was found 
that the light and powdery soil 
of the valley, when properly 
irrigated, produced potatoes in 
great quantity and of excellent 
quality. 

From this moment the pros- 
perity of the Cub Creek valley 
was assured. Potato ranches 
were opened in every: direction. 
Irrigating enterprises were un- 
dertaken on a large scale, and 
land rose rapidly in value. Cub 
Creek City soon hada population 
of three thousand souls, with an 
opera-house, a daily paper and a 
mayor and city council. 

My father was the first mayor 
of the city. He is a very enter- 
prising man, and had contrived 
many schemes to ‘“‘boom” Cub 
Creek. One of his first was the 
Great Potato Picnic—a kind of 
grand potato “barbecue,” which 
was advertised far and wide, 
which attracted many thousands 
of people, and which served to 
increase the fame and announce 
the resources of the district. 

Committees were appointed to 
devise attractive features for the 
occasion. I was put on the com- 
mittee on sports, of which my 
friend, Tom Norcross, was chair- 
man. We were told by my 
father that no ordinary programme of sports 
would do, and that we must get up something 
picturesque, novel and ‘“‘startling.’’ 

“If it’s to be picturesque,” I said in one of the 
committee meetings, ‘‘it must be borrowed from 
the bygone times in this valley.” 

Weall remained silent and retiective a moment, 
and then Tom Norcross jumped up in some 
excitement. 

“T have it!’ he exclaimed. ‘We'll give them 
a bull-fight!”” We were struck almost dumb by 
the brilliancy of the suggestion, and adopted it by 
a unanimous vote. 

But it was one thing to decide to have a bull- 
fight, and another thing to get one up. My 
father told us that we must “‘put it through our- 
selves ;” he had no time to superintend it. But 
we must guarantee that no one should be hurt in 
it, and that the animals should neither be killed 
nor cruelly treated. 

We gave the guarantee, and set about organ- 
izing the “fight.” Of course we knew absolutely 
nothing about bull-fights. We had come to the 
valley during the potato period, and knew noth- 
ing, except from books and hearsay, of the wild 
life of the mountains and the plains. 

Nor could we find any one who had had 
experience in bull-fights. So much time passed 
while we were vainly corresponding with various 
people in the territory, hoping to find some one 
who could direct a bull-fight, that when we at 
last gave up searching and resolved to trust to 
our own resources, we had but three weeks left 
in which to prepare for the event. 

We read all we could find in the books in the 
Cub Creek public library about bull-fighting, and 
then I went down to Cheyenne and studied up 
the subject in the public library there. 

My first proceeding on reaching home was to 
organize all the boys I knew into a corps of 
toreadores, picadores, chulos, banderillos and 
matadores. Most of the boys wanted to be 
toreadores or matadores, but Tom and I exercised 
our authority, seconded by that of my father, to 
such an extent that we finally filled up the ranks. 

Then we appointed a sub-committee on cos- 
tumes, and called in the assistance of my sister 
Blanche and of Tom’s mother, who had a gift 
for getting up all sorts of fancy dresses. I gave 
them my notes on the subject of bull-fighters’ 
costumes, and they set at work. 

From a model which I obtained in Cheyenne, 
I composed a beautiful announcement of the fight 
in Spanish. At the office of the Cub Creek 
daily Boomer this was converted into a magnifi- 
cent and sufficiently startling poster, which 
proclaimed the fact that on the sixth of October 
a “Corrida de Toros” would be given at the 
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Great Potato Picnic in Cub Creek. I threw in | three or four other dry-goods boxes were staked 
all the thrilling terms about splendid cavaliers | inside the fence and against it. 

and noble fighting beasts that I could find in the As we rushed in, | saw my father in the grand 
| Stand, looking decidedly nervous. I dofied my 

Everything seemed to be going on swimmingly | sombrero in a grand manner to the people in the 
now. One further important requirement in a | stand as we rode by, and then, coming to a halt, 
bull-fight had yet, however, to be met. We must saluted the crowd with a harangue in Spanish, 
have some bulls! This was the most difficult task | not a word of which a Spaniard could have under- 
of the whole enterprise. But at last we borrowed | stood, announcing the beginning of the sport. 
five handsome Texas steers belonging toa ranch-| Then we began to chase the steers madly 
man at the head of the creek. | around the ring, with wild shouts, all in carefully 

For our arena, we proposed to have an enclos- | selected Spanish. The steers, with eyes on fire 
ure of barbed wire at one side of the grounds | and tails aloft, ran magnificently. 
where the Potato Pienic was to be held, in such| After some ten or a dozen of these circuits, I 
a situation that the grand stand, put up for other gave a signal to the chulos and banderillos, who, 
spectacles, would command an excellent view of | the moment we had passed them, leaped over 
it. An entrance way from outside the grounds, | into the ring and ran for the inside dry-goods 
through a gate at one side of the grand stand, | boxes, where they began to wave in the air large 
and flanked on one side by that structure and on | sheets of red cambric. 
the other by an ordinary board fence, was to be| Now came the thrilling moment. When the 
constructed. steers came around so that the red sheets con- 

It seemed to us that a barbed wire enclosure | fronted them, we expected them to be furious 
was much better than the ordinary arena of the | and to rush madly at them, whereupon the boys 
Spanish and Mexican bull-fights, because it! were to leap on the boxes and over the fence toa 
would enable every one to see plainly what was | place of safety. This was to be continued until 
going on, at the same time it provided security | the steers or the patience of the audience gave 
for the audience. We brought the Texas steers | out, or the balloon went up. 

But unfortunately the steers, 
instead of being filled with fury 
at the sight of the sheets, were 
scared almost to death. They 
turned about so swiftly that we 
who were on horseback almost 
rode upon them ; but they dodged 
us, raced across the enclosure, 
huddled together with their tails 
to the fence, and confronted us 
with their long horns. Though I 
rode my mare toward them as 
near as she would go—and she 
was disposed to give them a wide 
berth—they refused to budge. 
This was unexpected, and morti- 
fying. 

The crowd began to laugh and 
jeer. ‘“‘Send the other boys 
around in back of ’em and let 
‘em punch ’em out!” some one 
shouted. 

This was evidently the thing to 
do. I ordered—in plain English, 
this time—two of the banderillos 
to go around and punch the 
steers from behind, through the 
barbed wire. Two of the pica- 
dores handed the banderillos 
their lances. 

As soon as the steers were 
assaulted in the rear, they sprang 
forward with so wild a leap and 
such frightful bellowing that our 
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|to the town, and put them on short rations to | five horses turned tail and van frantically around 


make them ferocious. We did not intend to hurt | the ring. They were simply uncontrollable. The 
them. Neither did we mean they should hurt us. | steers were bellowing and running in every 


The costumes were to be the principal part of 


our Corrida de Toros; we were to have a sort of | 


dress parade around the corral of handsome boys 
on handsome horses and on foot. The steers were 
to be driven about actively for some time, and a 
good deal of dust kicked up; and finally the 
attention of the people was to be diverted by a 
balloon ascension. We relied upon the novelty 
of the spectacle to please the people, and we 
knew that they would not be pleased by any 
exhibition of cruelty to animals. 

We intended to have a fulliress rehearsal the 
day before the opening of the picnic, but the 
costumes were not quite done, and all the work- 
men in the town were so actively engaged in 
other branches of labor in preparation for the 
great event that our barbed wire fence had not 
been put up. We were forced to wait for the 
Corrida itself, to make the acquaintance of our 
toros in the ring. 

The Potato Picnic was certainly an immense 
success. On one day, at least ten thousand 
people were present on the grounds. Eloquent 
and stirring speeches had been made; tons of 
roasted potatoes had been eaten; the bands were 
playing, and the enthusiasm ran high when the 
time appointed for the bull-fight arrived. 

We had been all excitement for hours. Our 
half-starved steers were in a barn-yard near the 
grounds. Five minutes before the time the gate of 
this enclosure was opened, and the five cattle 
were started by the toreadores and picadores for 
the picnic-grounds. 

By reason of my intimate study of the subject, 
I had been made chief toreador and master of 
ceremonies. I was mounted on my father’s black 


mare. We had one other toreador—Tom Norcross | 


—and three picadores; and our costumes, though 


made chiefly of cheap flannel and cambric, were, | 


in gaudiness of color at least, a close imitation of 
those worn by Spanish bull-fighters. 

The cattle proved to be unexpectedly wild. 
One or two of them, touched up by one of 
the picadores, plunged about, fiery-eyed and 
snorting. 

After a good deal of trouble, they were driven 
into the arena, where they leaped and bellowed, 
and we five boys went careering madly in after 
them, amid intense excitement. The chulos, 


banderillos and matadores, on foot of course, | 


stood on a large dry-goods box just outside the 
barbed wire fence, exactly opposite the entrance. 
From this point they could leap over the fence 
into the arena. 

For their convenience in making their escape, 


| direction. The remaining boys in the ring, pale 
with fright, plunged almost headlong over the 
fence to a place of safety. 

Our horses ran, and the cattle ran, each trying 
madly to get away from the other. The audience 
shouted with laughter. I screamed to my men, 
and they screamed back again, but the mad panic 
continued. There was really danger that a 
tragedy might follow. 

In the midst of it, I saw one of the boys 
rushing on his horse out through the lane which 
led to the gate and thus out of the enclosure. 
Some one had prudently opened the gate, and 
the brave picador was taking to flight. After- 
ward I learned that my father had ordered the 
gate opened. 

Another horse and rider lost no time in follow- 
ing the first. He happened to be just ahead 
of me; and in spite of all my efforts to control 
her, my mare went headlong the same way. 

In less time than it takes to tell it, every toreador 
and picador had charged down that lane and out 
of the enclosure; and as we went out, the whole 
herd of steers came bellowing after us. 

Out into the open space surrounding the grounds 
we rushed, with the now maddened toros at our 
heels. We could hear great shouts of laughter 
from within. Rows of faces appeared at the 
top of the grand stand, grinning at us. 

I overhauled Tom Norcross. 

“Tom!” said I, gasping, as my horse plunged, 
—I was entirely out of breath, and so frightfully 
jolted by the riding that I could hardly speak, 
—‘Tom, where—are—you—going ?” 

“I’m—going—out—of town,” said he, huskily, 
“and I aint—coming—back till—this Great Potato 
Pienic is over!” 

“So ’m I!” I gasped. 

We rode on, all five of us, toreadores and 
picadores, and did not slacken our speed until 
we were well out on the road toward the 
neighboring town of Slatersville, where we put 
| up for the night, after sending a telephone message 

to my father. The last we saw of the steers, 
| they were going down the road toward the ranch 
| where they belonged at the clumsy trot that 
| frightened cattle sometimes take. 

The great Corrida de Toros was over. It 
| ended very ingloriously for us. For weeks we 
were the laughing-stock of the town. But the 
| Potato Picnic was an immense success. I have 
been told, a thousand times since, that the bull- 
fight was the best thing that day on the pro- 
gramme, but this was always emphasized with 
La grin. Epson KEMP. 
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Next Week’s Issue. 


N the next number of the COMPANION 
Rear-Admiral Thomas H. Stevens 
will tell the story 
of his ‘““APPREN- 
TICESHIP AS A 
SAILOR.” Like Gen- 
eral Miles, who recounts 
his early military life in 
the current issue, Ad- 
miral Stevens was des- 
tined to mercantile pur- 
suits; but he was im- 
pelled and enabled to 
follow his father’s pro- 
fession,—for the father 
of Admiral Stevens , 
held, in his day, the highest rank in the United 
States navy. His first commission was dated 
sixty years ago. 





kik 


& % GROUP of unusually interesting stories 
‘£5\ in the same number includes a humorous 
“(sketch by Will Allen Dromgoole, 
‘GEORGE WASHINGTON’S ‘BUFDAY ;’” 

and “AT THE FOOT OF THE CLASS,” by 

Rebecca Harding Davis. 
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Current Topics. 


“Cotton factories are the thing in the 
South. They beat slaves all hollow.” Thus 
speaks a North Carolina paper. This is good 
morals and good sense. Slavery did not pay, 
ethically or economically. The ‘“‘New South” 
frankly says so. 

The use of slang is largely determined 
by the local-option principle. A prohibitory law 
would work well in many cases. When slang 
makes its way into verse its objectionable qual- 
ities are particularly obvious. Witness the 
following lines in a poem lately published : 

So, heart, brace up, and twang thy quivering strings 

Into new 'strength. 

The late grotesque performances 
of Spanish students in Spain, and of American 
students in the United States, were not of serious 
moment. They were manifestations of patriotism, 
less the ingredient of good sense. The Yankee 
boys and the Castilian youngsters will know 
more, and look at extravagant, impulsive demon- 
strations from a different standpoint when they 
are older. Then these acts will be a matter of as 
keen regret to them as they are to their elders 
of to-day. 

The office that seeks the man— 
and finds him—is that variously designated as 
road-master or path-master, or by some similar 
term. A millionaire of Massachusetts holds that 
office in the town where he has his country home. 
In a county of Pennsylvania a man of great 
wealth is supervisor of roads. Governor Seymour 
of New York was path-master in the town of 
Deerfield. ‘These men did not find the office too 
insignificant to be worthy of their best efforts in 
the performance of its duties. Besides doing a 
good service, each has set a valuable example 
of the obligations of citizenship. 

The Turks are accustomed to say that a 
Turk is a decent man till he becomes an official, 
and then he becomes a scamp. One reason for 
this degeneracy is the fact that the government is 
indifferent as to the payment of salaries to its 
officials. They depend on fees, and few of 
them fail to hold on to as much money as they 
can when handling government funds. ‘The non- 
Moslem population is fair game for these sharpers. 
The recent massacres must thus have been 
lamented by them, not because of tortures and 
murders, but because the number of available 
victims of extortion has been made smaller. 

In this country there are said to be people who 
were decent until they held office, and who in 
office became extortioners, so far as they dared 
be. The Turks are not the only office-holding 
sinners. 

There is need of a good word for 
designating a road from place to place exclusively 
for bicycles. Bicycle-path is the term commonly 
used. There are several reasons why this is not 
a suitable term. 

In the first place, the word path probably is 
derived from the Greek verb patein (to walk), 
and means a footway.’ Secondly, the expression 
is too long; it has four syllables. Thirdly, it is 
clumsy ; it has two accents. Fourthly, it is not 
euphonie. 

Instead of bicycle-path, the Companion 
respectfully suggests wheelway. This word is 
analogous in its formation to driveway. The 
word has not been used in any other sense except 
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by one or two writers incorrectly to designate 
those parts of a wagon-road in which the wheels 
run. Way means the entire road, and not some 
| part of it. Wheelway is better than wheel-road 
| for the same reason that driveway is better than 
euruee It suggests recreation before utility. 
A strike on the street railways of 
| one of our large cities took place last winter. All 
travel and traffic stopped. ‘The mob rose. Prop- 
| erty to a large amount was destroyed and several 
| lives were lost. After the difficulty was adjusted 
by a conference, so petty did the points of differ- 
ence appear that an outsider remarked to the 
now pacified enemies : 

“A quiet talk at first between two or three 
reasonable men from both sides who wished to 
be just would have settled this matter in an 
hour.” 

“Yes,” said one of the committee. “But, after 
all, there is satisfaction in striking a blow for 
your cause.” 

No more vital question is now before the 
nations of the world than whether their differ- 
ences shall be left to the decision of reason or 
of foree; whether they shall show the temper 
and patience of self-controlled, self-respecting, 
magnanimous men, who represent the highest 
civilization, or be governed by the animal indul- 
| gence of “striking a blow” — because there is 
| “satisfaction in it.” 


~~ 
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AIMLESS EDUCATION. 


If not to some peculiar end assigned — 
Study’s the specious trifling of the at. 
oung. 
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The Value of Missions. 


The value of Christian missions has been 
sharply challenged of late. The war in China 
was followed by attacks on mission stations and 
the murder of missionaries. The massacres in 
Asia Minor have been attended by the destruction 
of mission property. Several missionaries were 
murdered in Madagascar in the excitements 
following the French conquest of that island. 

It is inconvenient for Christian governments to 
be called on to protect missionaries and their 
property. It requires money, men and ships to 
do it. Why do the missionaries stay where they 
are exposed to peril? When they get into 
trouble, why not call them back, rather than send 
soldiers and war-vessels to protect them? These 
questions are asked frequently, and with not a 
little impatience. 

Furthermore, it is asserted that missionaries 
are often imperfectly fitted for their work ; that 
they are indiscreet in arousing antagonisms 
among the people to whom they go; that the 
religious faiths which they try to supplant are 
probably as well adapted to the people who hold 
them as Christianity would be; and that the 
practical results secured by mission work do not 
repay the effort. 

These things are said so frequently by travellers, 
magazine contributors and newspaper writers 
that they must make some impression upon the 
public mind, unless pains are taken to present 
the true facts in the case. 

It is no occasion for surprise that in whatever 
remote corner of the globe war breaks out, 
missionaries are found exposed to its perils. 
That is evidence of the conquering spirit of 
Christianity. The Christian religion is not in 
the world to exist side by side with other faiths, 
but to supplant them; not by force, but by 
persuasion and by the superior beauty and purity 
of its teachings. The modern missionary has the 
spirit of St. Paul, and is prepared to take the 
same risks. He is found in places of peril, 
because it is where savage conditions make life 
most perilous that he is most needed. 

Some current misapprehensions about mission- 
aries and their work are answered by Secretary 
Smith, of the American Board, in the North 
American Review. Missionaries are picked 
men and women, so carefully sifted that not more 
than one-quarter of those who apply are accepted. 
As a rule, they are graduates of colleges and 
seminaries. They have scholarship, discretion, 
energy, executive capacity and the faculty of 
organization. They do not undertake to disturb 
native institutions or governments. 

They are not political reformers. Their purpose 
is to persuade the people among whom they work 
to become Christians; and to that end they study 
native languages and customs, become familiar 
with the people, talk with them, preach to them, 
make grammars and dictionaries for them, and 
translate the Bible into their languages. 

Such men as Carey, Judson, Livingstone, 
Jessup, Riggs, Hannington and their associates 
and successors have made large contributions to 
the world’s knowledge of ethnology, philology, 
geography and other sciences; and they have 
formed the advance guard of civilization and 
commerce, but their prime object has been 
religious teaching. 

Those who affirm that mission work is a failure 
are not familiar with the facts. Modern missions 
are only a century old; yet there are to-day more 
than a million communicants in heathen lands, 
reckoning only Protestant churches. Nearly 
seven hundred thousand pupils are in mission 
schools of all grades, from kindergartens to 
colleges and seminaries. The Bible has been 
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translated, in whole or in part, into two hundred 
and seventy languages. The transformation 
which has taken place in this century in the 
Sandwich Islands, the Fiji Islands and Mada- 
gascar is a witness to the power of Christian 
missions. American Christians alone give five 
million dollars annually to sustain mission work ; 
and more than three thousand young men and 
women in our colleges and seminaries are 
personally pledged to enter it. 

A work so strongly established, representing 
such large resources and signalized by such 
important results, cannot be disposed of by ill- 
informed criticism or by the gibes of a hasty 
tourist. 


* 
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WHEN SEEN FROM FAR. 
How close and small the hedges lie! 
What streaks of meadow cross the eye! 
A step methinks may pass the stream, 
So little distant dangers seem. 
John Dyer. 
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Good Roads. 


There is one especially encouraging feature of 
the good-roads movement. It is the activity in 
that direction in regions remote from centres of 
population. 

A convention of delegates representing the 
great state of Texas is to be held in Galveston, 
beginning on May 22. In Arkansas a state 
convention was held at Little Rock in February, 
in which a resolution was adopted: recommending 
a constitutional amendment empowering county 
authorities to levy a special tax for carrying on a 
work of general highway improvement. Similar 
steps have been taken in several other states of 
the South and West. 

Another encouraging feature of the movement 
is a general disposition to profit by the experience 
ot other countries—notably of France, which has 
perhaps the finest wagon-roads of any country. 
Good roads are more easily made and kept in 
order there than in most countries, because of 
the scarcity of forest areas, which conserve 
moisture and render somewhat more difficult the 
keeping of highways in repair. But it is possible 
and well worth the while to have good roads and 
still preserve the desired areas of natural forest. 
The time is not distant when the neglect of either 
of these important interests will be a matter of 
general public regret, and will be viewed as a 
public misfortune. 
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The Post-Office. 


No other department of national business 
comes so closely and constantly in contact with 
all the people as the post-office department. 
Every one’s convenience, comfort and business 
success depend upon the promptness and regu- 
larity of the mail service. 

The last report of the Postmaster-General, and 
the debate in the House of Representatives on 
the Post-Office Appropriation bill, furnish some 
information regarding the postal business. 

And, first, if it were considered simply a 
business, it could not be reckoned successful, for 
it is carried on ata loss. Last year the expendi- 
tures exceeded the revenues by nearly ten million 
dollars. 

This exhibit, however, is not so bad as it 
seems. The post-office department does all the 
mail business of Congress and all the depart- 
ments of government without charge. If all 
official matter paid regular rates, or even the cost 
of transportation, the deficit in postal revenues 
would disappear. 

Another cause of loss is the low rate charged 
for carrying periodicals. But it was known 
when the rate was established that it would not 
pay the cost, and it was not the purpose of 
Congress to establish a rate that would make the 
government whole. There are abuses of the 
second-class rate, but it is not easy to deal with 
them without interfering with legitimate publica- 
tions. 

The magnitude of the postal business appears 
from the fact that nearly four thousand million 
pieces of stamped paper of all kinds weve issued 
to postmasters last year. The department does 
also what is practically an enormous banking 
business in the issue of money orders. Nearly 
twenty-three million money orders were issued 
in 1895, and the money transferred by this 
means amounted to almost one hundred and 
seventy million dollars. 

There are about seventy thousand post-offices. 
All but about thirty-five hundred are fourth-class 
post-offices, doing a small business and yielding 
to the postmasters on the average only about one 
hundred and fifty dollars a year. Many of these 
postmasters receive not more than ten or twelve 
dollars a year.. They are paid on the basis of the 
value of stamps cancelled. Up to a business of 
fifty dollars a quarter, a fourth-class postmaster 
receives the equivalent of all the stamps cancelled 
at his office. As the business increases, he 
receives from forty to sixty per cent. of the 
increased revenue, and when the business reaches 
a certain figure, the office becomes one of the 
third-class and the compensation is fixed accord- 
ingly. 

One feature of the debate in the House of 
Representatives was a persistent effort to raise 
the compensation of fourth-class 
All amendments of this kind were ruled out as 


‘not burlesqued. 
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new legislation, and hence out of order in an 
appropriation bill. Sometimes it is hard to find 
a man who is willing to take one of the smaller 
fourth-class post-offices, because of the small pay ; 
but ordinarily few offices go begging. 

An attempt of the department to secure the 
transfer of a part of the appropriation for the pay- 
ment of postmasters to that for clerk hire was not 
responded to by the post-office committee. The 
purpose was to permit the consolidation of small 
offices with larger ones, a change which was 
expected to diminish expenses, increase efficiency 
and extend civil service reform. 

The experiment in rural free delivery will be 
altogether suspended for the present. The Post- 
master-General was so dissatisfied with results in 
the villages where the experiment had been tried, 
that he did not spend the money appropriated for 
this purpose last year, and did not ask for an 
appropriation this year. 

The appropriations for special mail facilities, 
free delivery and the electric-car service in cities 
were criticised on the ground that the tendency 
was to do everything for the cities, and to ignore 
the country. On the other hand, it was argued 
that fast mails and regular deliveries benefit small 
places as well as large; and that the thirty-five 
hundred post-offices of the first three classes 
actually furnish nearly four-fifths of the whole 
postal revenue, so that it is not unjust that they 
should be well accommodated. 
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The Lion’s Share. 


A well-dressed, respectable -looking man,—we 
will not mention his nationality,—travelling with 
his wife in a remote quarter of England, was 
delayed by defective railway service, and was 
unable to reach his destination until ten o’clock in 
the evening. He had left the railway train at a 
small station where there was no restaurant, and 
had hired a coach to carry him with his wife and 
his baggage to the little village where he was to 
spend the night. 

When the travellers drew up at the old-fashioned 
inn in the village street they were very weary and 
faint with hunger. They had eaten nothing since 
their early breakfast. 

As soon as the rooms had been engaged and the 
baggage properly stowed, the husband sent for the 
portly landlord and said: 

“We are the hungriest pair you ever saw. We 
have lost our train connections, and been delayed 
at stations where food was not served. For this 
reason we have had neither luncheon nor dinner. 
Now you must do your best for us. We want a 
hearty supper.” 

The landlord murmured that it was very late, 
and he had not been expecting any one to arrive, 
but that he would go down and talk with the cook. 
He returned in ten minutes with a troubled face. 

“You have taken us by surprise,” he said with an 
apologetic air. ‘The market stalls are closed and 
nothing can be had in the shops at this hour. This 
is only a modest, quiet country inn. I have béen 
talking with the cook and find that the pantries 
are quite empty.” : 

“Have you no meat?” asked the anxious hus- 
band in a tone of irritation. 

“T regret to say,” answered the landlord, “that 
there is only one mutton-chop in the house, but I 
think that is a good-sized one.” 

The husband glanced at his wife and then stared 
at the landlord. 

“What is my wife to have?” he asked grimly, 
after an awkward pause. 

The matter-of-fact way in which this lord of 
creation appropriated for his exclusive use the 
only chop, revealed his idea of the relations of the 
sexes. The stronger half of the family was to be 
served first, whatever might be the necessities of 
the weaker half. 

Of course, the affectionate wife protested that 
she was not very hungry and would be satisfied 
with a little toast and tea, as she needed sleep 
more than anything else. 

The brute ate the chop and grumbled when he 
finished it because his hunger was not satisfied. 

This true incident makes a very unsatisfactory 
study of the kind of marital chivalry that is some- 
times found in this closing decade of the nineteenth 
century. 





* 
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Queerly Named. 


The quaintness of the Puritan names of piety— 
not Bible names, but words or phrases of religious 
import—has long been recognized. In the days of 
Cromwell, contemporary jokes were rife among 
the “‘Malignants,” in which such worthy Round- 
heads as “Fight-the -good -fight -of -faith Jones,” 
“Help -from-on-High Robbins,” and “Faint-not 
Pilsbery,” figured prominently, and were treated 
with scant respect. The names themselves were 
They were so queer it would 
have been difficult to do so. 

The longest and strangest of the combinations 
in use in Old England did not, fortunately, ever 
become popular in New England. Nevertheless 
the American colonies had their share. Our own 
Doctor Holmes has recognized this in his ballad 
of Puritan times, beginning with the father’s 
invitation to his little son: 


“Come hither, God-be-Glorified, and sit upon my knee.” 


And it was in a much later period than the colo- 
nial, that a worthy person flourished, commonly 
known as Tribby Clap, but whose whole name was 
Through-much-tribulation-we-enter- into- the- king- 
dom-of-Heaven Clap. The brief surname follows 
its lengthy prefix as surprisingly as a clap of 
thunder. 

But, apart from the rarer and longer combina- 
tion names, any one reading much among old town 
records, or expert in antiquarian lore, is sure to 
come across names odd enough to make him pause 
to wonder whether the ancestors who bestowed 
them were so singularly sober-minded as to be 
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without the sense of humor, or so excessively | 
humorous as to name their children in jest. 

Some of the names read remarkably like puns. | 
For instance, one of a group of her ancestresses to | 
whom Mrs. Alice Morse Earle dedicates a recent | 
book on Colonial Dames and Goodwives is Mistress 
“Silence Heard.” One wonders whether Goodman 
and Goodwife Heard noticed the effect of this | 
conjunction when they named their baby, or did | 
they do it on purpose? | 

Here are a few other names of the same kind, | 
all duly recorded among the births and deaths, | 
wills and land transfers of a few little New Eng- 
land towns: 

“Wait Long,” “Temperance Waters,” “Righteous 
Hope,” “Lovey Sweet,” “Submit Willing,” and 
“Thankful Hart.” 

“Expect Little” of one village list offsets ‘Hope 
Mutch” of another. “Lively Smart’ should cer- 
tainly have been a forward child, but he died in 
infancy. One poor little girl, at least, we may be 
sure was named fn ignorance by her parents, who 
were peaceable and respected people, though it is 
hard to imagine how they could have failed to per- 
ceive the bloodthirsty significance of her Christian 
name when united with her surname. She was 
christened “‘Desire Gore!” 

Notwithstanding her forbidding appellation, a 
young man was found bold enough to ask her to 
change it,and she has to-day numerous descend- 
ants whose desires are not gory, but it is quite 
true that none of them is named for her great- 
great-grandmother. 
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“SO VERY UNIMPORTANT.” 


“There is nothing of our own—not even the 
button at the back of our shirt-collar—so treach- 
erous as our memory,” writes James Payn, in his 
Gleams of Memory. The humorous novelist con- | 
fesses that though he never can recall a date, not | 
even his own birthday, yet many futile, ridiculous | 
things abide in his memory. 

For instance, he ean remember but two items, | 
and those ludicrous, regarding his first private | 
tutor. One is his name, Thynn, which he supposed | 
was given to him on account of his lank and lean 
appearance. The other is that he was half-starved; | 
for, on being asked to breakfast, he cut off that | 
projecting foot of the bacon which no one eats, 
along with the usual slice, and devoured it with 
apparent relish. 

Mr. Payn tells a story illustrative ef how dan- | 
gerous it is to reproach a person whose memory 
lets slip important things, but retains those that | 
are unimportant. | 

A tutor of a college, more remarkable for his | 
satire than his urbanity, asked some questions of | 
the treasurer, to which the latter replied rather 
petulantly : 

“How should I know? One can’t remember | 
everything.” 

“No,” replied the tutor, softly, “but this is so | 
very unimportant.” 

Several years after the tutor was appointed | 
Regius Professor of Greek. He had the impression 
that he could hold both posts, and did so for some | 
time, till it was discovered that it was illegal. The | 
fact was “ferreted out” by the treasurer, who 
blandly remarked that it was just one of those 
“unimportant” matters that suited his capacity, 
and compelled him to give up one position. The 
tutor’s retentiveness of “unimportant” facts cost 
him a thousand pounds a year. 
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GRANT’S INDIFFERENCE. 


General Sherman, illustrating the difference 
between his own mental and moral make-up and 
General Grant’s, said: 

“When I have arranged my plans and made my 
dispositions for a battle, I am anxious about what 
the enemy may be doing on the other side of the 
hills. But Grant, after he has made his arrange- 
ment, don’t care a picayune for what the other 
side is doing.” 

A story, told by Senator Jones of Nevada, and 
reported in Mr. Willard’s “Half a Century with 
Judges and Lawyers,” shows General Grant as 
self-reliant in private life as he was in military. 

The general, while walking out in the suburbs of 
Washington, frequently met a butcher driving a 
horse to whicly he took a strong liking. After 
much negotiation he bought the animal, and had 
it taken to his stable, where one day Senators 
Conkling and Jones were invited to look at the 
new purchase. 

“Well, gentlemen, how do you like the horse?” 
asked Grant, after the animal had been inspected. 

“How much did you give for him, Mr. President?” 
asked Conkling. 

“Four hundred dollars.” ’ 

“I’d rather have the four hundred dollars than 
the horse,” rejoined Conkling. 

“That's what the butcher thought,” coolly 
remarked Grant, puffing out a cloud of smoke. 
“Put him back into the stall, John.” 
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“LIKE AN ANT-BED.” 


A countryman, on his first visit to a large city, 
was shown over the markets. “Where do you find 
enough people to eat all this stuff?’ was his 
exclamation of surprise. 

His companion then led him through several 
thronged streets. “How do you manage to feed 
all these men, women and children?” asked the 
puzzled man. 

But an Australian aboriginal used a more striking 
expression to indicate his amazement at the busy 
throngs of London. He had been brought to 
England by a squatter from Queensland, who took 
him to London on a very busy day. Crowds were 
passing to and from the exchange and banks, and 
the squatter and his charge were obliged to wait 
to sa the street. 

“Jacky,” said th " 
ttm > Bro € squatter, “what do you think 

“Why, master, it is like an ant-bed!” exclaimed 
the surprised black. 





| happened that John received such a liberal offer 


| waifs. 


| $0 in very emphatic and not wholly courteous 


THE YOUTH'S 


“Any one,” writes Mr. Arthur, in Kangaroo and 
Kauri, “who has seen the busy ants in Australia 
going in myriads to and from their work will 
realize what an apt simile this was.” 


A SCOTCH COLLIE. 


John Todd, a Scotch shepherd, had a good collie, 
for which he had refused forty pounds, as the dog 
was worth more than that to a “herd,” seeing he 
did the herder’s work for him. Robert L. Steven- 
son, in an essay on the “Pastoral,” tells how it 


for the collie. 


John had bought some sheep in Edinburgh, and 
on their way out, the road being crowded, two 
were lost. This was a reproach to John and a slur 
on the dog, and both were alive to their misfortune. 
Word came after some days that a farmer about 
Braid had found a pair of sheep, and thither went 
John and the dog to ask for restitution. 

But the farmer was a hard man, and stood upon 
his rights. “How were they marked?” he asked. 

As John had bought right and left from many 
sellers, he had no notion of the marks. 

“Very well,” said the farmer; “then it’s only 
right that I should keep them.” 

“Well,” said John, “it’s a fact that I canna tell 
the sheep; but if my dog can, will ye let me have 
them?” 

The farmer was_ honest as well as hard, and | 
besides I dare say he had little fear of the ordeal; 
so he had all the sheep upon his farm driven into 
- large park, and turned John’s dog into their 
midst. 

That_hairy man of business knew his errand 
well. He knew that John had bought two sheep 
and he had looked on while the purchase was 
made and (to their shame) had lost them about 
Boroughmuirhead. Without pause or blunder he 
singled out, first one and then another, the two 
It was that afternoon the forty pounds 
were offered and refused. 


“SAY YOU FORGIVE ME!” 


A story is told by the Independent about the late 
Rev. William M. Taylor, of New York, which 
illustrates how heartily he obeyed the Master’s 
words, “Be reconciled to thy brother.” 


It is well known that he was a thoroughly con- 
servative man in all his theological views. At one 
of the meetings of the Manhattan Association a 
younger ministerial brother had read a paper in 
which certain views of inspiration were expressed 
that did not at all meet his approval, and he said 


anguage. 

Immediately after the session came to a close. 
Doctor Taylor was asked to pray, which he 
did. As soon as he had finished his prayer he 
hurried as Ge pe! as he could to catch the brother 
whom he had criticised, and grasping him by the 
hand, said: 

“I be your pardon for what I said; I beg your 
pardon for speaking as harshly as I did.” 

The brother was startled, perhaps a little con- 
fused, and began to say that he had taken no 
offence. 

“But say you forgive me! Say you forgive me!” 
said Doctor Taylor. The assurance was given, 
— = Taylor’s conscience and heart were 
relieved. 





QUICKLY AMERICANIZED. 


A county superintendent of schools in north- | 
western Minnesota, where a fourth of a township | 
is a school district, relates a peculiar incident. | 
On a tour of inspection he found one school district | 
that had only one family living in it, and the head | 
of that family was a homesteader who was not 
required to pay taxes. He was of course the 
school director of that district. 


The other lands in the district were owned by 
speculators who lived in St. Paul and elsewhere, | 
and paid the taxes. 

The wife of the homesteader was drawing from | 
the county forty dollars per month as school- 
teacher, and her only pul S were her own two 
children. Being asked who appointed her, she 
regmes, “The school director,” and being asked 
who he was, she replied, “My husband.” 

The husband and wife, school director and school- 
teacher, were Norwegians, and yet there are | 
persons who think that foreigners do not “catch 
on to our systems” as rapidly as they should. 





| 
| 
IN AT TEN. | 


The Viennese take their pleasure as regularly as 





they do their meals; but they do not neglect busi- | 
ness, nor keep very late hours. A correspondent | }, 


of the New York Tribune explains why they come 
home early: 


One thing, perhaps, which helps to keep the 
young Viennese of moderate means and economical 
mind regular in his evening hours is the fact that | 
he fa og pay to get into his own rooms after ten 
o’clock. 

Vienna is one vast system of apartment houses, 
and a house-master is in charge of each one. At | 
ten o’clock he locks the front door, and any one 
desiring to get in after that hour must pay him, and | 
the old resident has no more right to a key than 
the bird of passage. The house-master is no | 
respecter of persons. | 

Several times we have raced home to outwit him, 
and once so narrow was our escape that we met | 
him in the hall, key in hand. The chagrined 
expression on his face made us happy all the way | 
up-stairs. 


IMPORTANT CORRECTION. 


Under the “Terror,” in France, people learned 
to be excessively cautious in all they said, and still 
more cautious in what they wrote. 


An old letter is satd to be in existence of the 
revolutionary period, in which the author had at 
first written to a friend, ‘I write under the reign 
of a great emotion.” 

fey pnw A reflecting that it was dangerous 
to speak of “reigns” at such an epoch, he amended 
the sentence thus: 

“I write under the republic of a great emotion.” 


THE COINAGE QUESTION. 


The Washington Star satirizes a somewhat 
numerous class in the following imagined dialogue : 


“Hiram,” said Mrs. Corntassel, “which kind o’ 
money do you favor?” 

“Well, Mandy,” pope’ the old gentleman, “‘ter 
tell ye the truth, I kinder hate ter express any 
opinion. I’ve seen a lot o’ fellers sit down an’ 
worry ’bout makin’ a ch’ice, an’ the fus’ thing they 
knew they didn’ hev none of neither kind.” 








COMPANION. 


Coughs and Colds. Those who are suffering from | 


Coughs, Hoarseness or any Throat trouble, should try 
“Brown’s Bronchial Troches.”” They may be used at all 
times with perfect safety. Sold only in boxes. (Adv. 


ELECTRICITY PAPERS. 











No.1. How to Make a Dynamo. y i 
No. 2. How to Make a Telephone. Price Each, 10c 

No. 3. How to Make an Electro Motor. | BUBIER PUB.CO., 

No. 4. How to Make a Storage Battery. LYNN, MASS. 
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— Handy Tablet 
¥, requires neither sugar nor 
spoon to make healthful 
and refreshing drinks the 
— moment it touches water. 


Sample by mail, 10 cents. 
The HANDY TABLET CO., 10216 N. Front St., Philadelphia, Pa. 





As an introduction to ‘“ Youth’s Companion” 
readers I offer for the next 30 days an Extraor- 
dinary Bargain in 


Patent Leather-Tipped 


Spring Heel Shoes 
n utton an “een. 
sn Tt 48.6,DR 


Every pair warranted to be made of 
solid leather throughout; do not con- 
tain one particle of shoddy, and equal 
for wear to those sold elsewhere at 
$1.50 to $2.00 per pair. 

Mail Orders receive prompt attention. 
dllustrated Catalogue mailed FREE on 
application. 
CAUTION — Having no agencies or 

branch stores my shoes can only be 
purchased at my establishment. 


CAMMEYER, 





Sizes 6 to 10's - - 





A. J. 
6th Avenue, Corner 20th Street, New York. 
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Tailor-Made 


CLOTHING 


at Ready-Made Prices. 


Every one wants at least one suit of 
clothes made especially for nice wear, 
from samples of his own selection. 

We offer suits to order from $16.00 
to $25.00. Trousers from $4.00 to $7.00. 
Overcoats, silk-lined, $18.00. 

We guarantee garments to wear satis- 
factorily one fear. 

Mail Orders executed to perfection, 
by our simple guide for self-measurement. 

Free! Samples, Fashion Review, 
Tape, etc., mailed anywhere, on receipt 
of 4 cents in stamps. 


ARNHEIM, 


Broadway and 9th St., New York. 
Largest and Most Elegant Tailoring Establishment in America. 


Dr. Lyon’s 


Perfect Pi 


KA 


Tooth Powder 


Used by people of refinement 
for over a quarter of a century. 
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TEA DRINKER 





1894 — 534 million Ibs.; 1895—944 million lbs. 
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PURE TEA. 


Alleged Difficulty in Obtaining It. 


The New York Importers of China and Japan Teas re- 
cently petitioned Congress to impose a duty on tea, that the 
Standard might be RAISED by shutting out “ cheap ” and artificially ‘‘ colored trash.” They 
urged the difficulty of obtaining pure and good teas — (from them, a significant admission). 

But these gentlemen know, that, setting aside their vested interests in China and Japan, they 
can procure teas, PURE, WHOLESOME and UNCOLORED, from Ceylon and India. 
should take note that THESE teas are the most economical 
because only half the quantity is required. Avoid cheap “trash.” 
Insist that YOUR grocer keep them. All other good grocers do- 
Consumption in America of these Machine-Twisted teas was in 1893—4'4 million lbs.; 
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Americans are evidently discriminating 
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Alfred Peats 


ay Prize 


= WALL PAPER 


We will mail you samples free of our Prize Patterns, 
our guide, ‘“‘How to Paper, 


1896 Series, together wit 


and Economy in Home Decoration.” 
us a description of the different rooms you have to 


If you will send 


paper, and what they are used for, we will carefully 
select the patterns and colorings most suitable. 


Our new $1,000 


Prize Designs are the most 


artistic and delicately colored papers in the mar- ay e 
ket, and are better made than those of any / 


other manufacturer. 


Prices 10 cents a» up per roll. 


) Z so each sample. 
te. : 





The New York World says: 
beautiful, so perfect or offered so cheap.” 

The Chicago Tribune says: “ They will be 
in great demand by people of artistic taste.” 

Over 2,000,000 rolls of other paper carried 
in stock. Prices marked in plain figures on 





“None 80 


3 cents on up per roll. 


WE PREPAY THE FREIGHT. 


Send to us for samples and you will posi- 
tively - the latest colorings and designs to 


select from. 


AGENTS WANTED. 


One agent wanted in each 


town, who can furnish good references, to sell from our 
large sample books on commission and to whom we can 
refer all requests for samples in their ong Experience 


not necessary. Agents’ outfit, complete, 


1.00, 


Prices and Samples are our best Argument. 


Write to nearest address. 
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A Song of the ’Cycle. 


This is the toy, beyond Aladdin’s dreaming, 
The magic wheel upon whose hub is wound 


All roads, although they reach the world around,— 
O’er western plains or Orient deserts gleaming! 


This is the skein, from which each day unravel 
Such new delights, such witching flights, such joys 
Of bounding blood, of glad escape from noise,— 
Such ventures, beggaring old Crusoe’s travel! 


It is as if some mighty necromancer, 
At king’s command, to please hiselady’s whim, 
Instilled such virtue in a rubber rim, 

And brought it forth as his triumphant answer. 

For wheresoe’er its shining spokes are fleeting, 
Fair benefits spring upward from its tread, 
And eyes grow bright, and cheeks all rosy red, 

Responsive to the heart’s ecstatic beating. 

Thus Youth and Age, alike in healthful feeling, 

And Man and Maid, who find their paths are one, 
Crown this rare product of our century’s “run,” 
And sing the health, the joy, the grace of wheeling! 

C. H. CRANDALL. 


—* 


“Right With God.” 


Not long ago a business firm in the city of 
Brooklyn, N. Y., received the following note. 
We quote it entire, omitting only the name of 
the firm to whom it was sent: 


About the year 1855 a pair of gloves worth 
twenty-five cents were stolen off a dry-goods 
counter in Fulton Street, where the dry-goods 
stores used to be. We have been sorry man 
times, but did not know how to make it righ’ 
We desire to make restitution now as far as we 
are able, and as your store seems to be impressed 
uyon our minds, we enclose two dollars to pay 
for the gloves and the interest on them. 

We feel that this stands against us before God, 
and we want to make it right, and are heartily 
sorry for our wrong-doing. If there is a fund 
for helping poor and sick dry s employés, 
and you are willing, will you please put it into 
that, that the rightful owner may be blessed of 
God in it.—From one who desires to be right 
with God. 

It was a slight theft; but it was a wrong act, 
and the conscience that was so sensitive as, 
after many years, to make public restitution, 
could be depended upon as a moral guide in the 
temptations of life that might follow. A man 
with such a conscience could be trusted. 

A similar case came within the personal 
knowledge of the writer. A young man left 
college and went into the ministry. While in 
college he had been the ordinary student, simply 
mediocre in scholarship as well as in conduct. 
Eight years after his graduation he sent a note 
to a classmate who was occupying a chair of 
instruction in his alma mater. It ran thus: 


My DEAR FELLOW.— When I was a Fresh- 
man a lot of us went over to Dash’s cider-mill. 
There I dipped a straw in the bung-hole of one 
of the barrels, and drank all the sweet cider I 
wanted, and went off without paying for it. I 
enclose a dollar bill. Will you please go over 
there at Ba first opportunity and give it to 
Dash, and tell him I have never felt easy about 
it until now. 

A few of his acquaintances made fun of this 
seemingly Quixotie act of restitution, but most of 
his classmates who heard of it honored the 
sensitive conscience that led him to set even the 
most insignificant wrong right before God and 
man. After all, is there any wrong too small to 
be made right? To stifle the ery of the conscience 
in little things is to train it to dullness and silence 
when large things appeal for decision. A man 
needs a microscope for his sins as well as a 
telescope for his ideals. 

It is easy to imagine a wrong too slight to be 
noticed by our neighbor. Can you imagine one 
too insignificant to be noticed by God’? 
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Courteous. : 

A young lady spending a rainy evening at the 
house of an old gentleman, wanted a cab to take 
her home. Her host started off to fetch the cab. 
“Do let the maid go,” said she. ‘My dear, the 
maid is also a woman,” was the grave reply. 

The man was the late George Higinbotham, 
Chief Justice of Victoria. His courtesy toward 
women was regardless of rank or personal 
attractiveness. He would take off his hat to his 
cook, and bow to her as graciously as though she 
were a duchess. 

A man was trying to lead a heavy draught- 
horse along the street. The animal refused to be 
led, and then the man made several ineffectual 
attempts to mount the refractory creature. At 
that moment the chief justice came along, and 
seeing the man’s difficulty, extended his hand—as 
a mounting-block. , 

The man put his foot in the hand and mounted 
upon the horse’s back. The chief justice passed 
on quietly; but to an observer the kindly deed 
recalled the words of the Master: ‘“‘Whosoever 
will be chief among you, let him be your servant.” 

His courtesy made his manners good, but it did 
not soften his sense of justice. A lawyer tells 
this anecdote : 

“T had once to appear before him in chambers 
on behalf of a charming client who had some 
property, but would not pay her debts. The 
case was heard in his own room, and he was 
courtesy itself. He stood when she entered. I 
think she dropped her handkerchief, and he left 
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his seat to pick it up. Nothing could be gentler 
than his manner, and I was congratulating 
myself on an easy victory; but when the facts 
were heard, the decision came that my client 
must pay or spend six months in prison.” 


~~ 
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An Eloquent Address. 


The subject of the protection of American 
missionaries in Turkey was under discussion in 
the United States Senate recently, and in the 
course of the debate Mr. Frye, of Maine, delivered 
a brief speech which was so effective a piece of 
impromptu eloquence as to be worth every Ameri- 
can’s reading. Schoolboys might well adopt it as 
a declamation, and all readers, old and young 
alike, will find themselves stirred by its patriotic 
appeal. Let us hope that the United States may 
never fall behind England’s example in protecting 
American citizens wherever they may be, or who- 
ever may seek to outrage them. We subjoin an 
extract from Senator Frye’s speech: 


Mr. President: I think that one of the grandest 
things in all the history of Great Britain is that 
she does protect her subjects everywhere, any- 
where, and under all circumstances. I do not 
wonder that a British my loves his country. 
This little incident, with which you are all familiar, 
is a marvellous illustration of the protection which 
Great Britain Pres to her subjects: 

The King of Abyssinia took a British subject 
named Cameron, about twenty years ago, carried 
him up to the fortress of Magdala, on the heights 
of a rocky mountain, and put him into a dungeon, 
without cause assigned. It took six months for 
Great Britain to find that out. Then Great Britain 
demanded his immediate release. King Theodore 
refused the release. 

In less than ten days after that refusal was 
received ten thousand British soldiers, including 
five thousand Sepoys, were on board ships of war, 
and were sailing down the coast. hen they 
had disembarked, they were marehed across that 
terrible country, a distance of seven hundred 
miles, under a burning sun, up the mountain, up to 
the very heights in front of the frowning dungeon; 
then gave battle, battered down the iron gates o: 
the stone walls, reached down into the dungeon, 
and lifted out of it that one British subject, King 
Theodore killing himself with his own pistol. 

Then they carried him down the mountain 
across the land put him on board a white-winged 
ship and sped him to his home in <<. That 
cost Great Britain twenty-five million dollars, and 
made General Napier Lord Napier of Magdala. 

That was a great thing for a great country to do— 
a meee | that has an eye that can see all across the 

allacross the land, away up to the mofintain 
heights, and away down to the darksome dungeon, 
one subject of hers out of her thirty-eight millions 
of people, and then has an arm strong enough and 
long enough to stretch across the same ocean, 
across the same lands, up the same mountain 
heights, down to the same dungeon, and then lift 
—_ _ and carry him to his own country and 
friends. 

In God’s name, who would not die for a country 
that will do that? 
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Bravely Done. 


“That is one of the bravest men I ever knew,” 
said General Rosecrans to James R. Gilmore 
(Edmund Kirke) as Inspector-General Ducat left 
the room where the two gentlemen were convers- 
ing. “I saw him once,” continued the general, 
“coolly face almost certain death to perform a 
duty. Three men had fallen before his eyes, and 
he had to run the gauntlet of a thousand muskets; 
but he did it.” Mr. Gilmore relates the circum- 
stances, in the Louisville Courier-Journal. 


It was at the battle of Luka, where Rosecrans, 
with only twenty-eight hundred men actually 
engaged, was fighting a Confederate force of eleven 
thousand, holding a chosen and very — posi- 
tion. Ducat, in riding up to the pacts’, had 
observed a regiment of General Stan 7s division 
about to be enveloped and overpowered by a much 
ae) force. 

“Ride on and warn Stanley at once,” said 
Rosecrans. An acre of fire, swept with bullets, 
lay between them and the menaced regiment. 
Ducat glanced at it and said: 

“General, I have a wife and children.” 

“You knew that when you came here?” said 
Rosecrans, coolly. 

“ll go, sir,” said Ducat, moving his horse 
forward alter his momentary hesitation. 

“Stay a moment. We must make sure of this,” 
said Rosecrans. He thought a thousand lives of 





‘more value than four, so, hastily writing some 


despatches on the pommel of his saddle, he gave 

one to each of three orderlies, and sent them off at 

— of about sixty yards over the bullet-swept 
ie 


Then he looked at Ducat, who had seen ever: 
one of them fall lifeless, or desperately wounded. 
Without a word, Ducat plunged into the fire, and 
wonderful to tell, he ran the gauntlet in safety, and 
with his clothes torn by minié balls, and his horse 
reeling from a mortal wound, he got to Stanley, 
and saved the regiment. The orderlies found their 
graves on that acre of fire. 
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Cat-and-Dog Friendship. 


A curious event in cat-and-dog life, in which a 
hen was also associated, is described by a corre- 
spondent of the London Spectator. 


In the back-kitchen premises of an old manor- 
house, amongst hampers and such odds and ends 
a cat had a litter of kittens. They were ali 
removed but one, and as the mother was frequently 
absent, a hen began laying cuss in a hamper close 
by. For a time all went well, the hen sitting on 
her eggs and the cat nursing the kitten within a 
few inches of each other. 

The brood were hatched out, and almost at the 
same time the old cat disappeared. The chickens 
were allowed to run about on the floor for the sake 
of the warmth from a neighboring chimney, and 
the kitten was fed with a saucer of milk in the 
same place, both feeding together frequently out 
of the same dish. 

The hen used to try to induce the kitten to eat 
meal like the chicks, calling to it and depositing 
—— under its nose in the most amusing way. 

hen she would do all in her power to induce the 
kitten to come, like her chicks, under her wings. 
The result was a but a series of squalls 
from the kitten, which led to its being promoted 
from the back to the front kitchen, where it was 
reared until it was grown =. 

At this time a young terrier was introduced into 
the circle, and after many back-risings and much 
bad language on pussy’s part, they settled down 
amicably and romped about the floor in fine style. 

Eventually the terrier became an inveterate 
rabbit-poac — Pipes | rabbits and bringing 
them home,—a procee to which the cat gave an 
intelligent curiosity, and then a passive and purring 
approval; and finally, her own instinets having 





asserted themselves, she went off with the dog, 
hunting in the woods. 


Our own keeper reported them as getting Ray : 


owdacious,” being found a great distance from the 
house; and keepers of adjacent places also said 
that the pair were constantly seen hunting hedge- 
rows on their beats. 

On one occasion I saw them myself hunting a 
short hedge down systematically, the dog on one 
side, the cat on the other; and on coming near an 
open gateway a hare was put out of her form, and 
bounding through the open gate, was soon off. 
The dog followed, till he came through the gate- 
way, where he stood looking after the hare; and 
the cat joining him, they apparently decided it was 
too big or too fast to be fully ch 1, an 
so resumed the hedge-hunting, each taking its own 
side as before. 

They frequently returned home covered with 
mud, and pussy’s claws with fur, and would lie 
together in front of the fire; the cat often grooming 
down the dog, licking him and rubbing him dry, 
and the dog getting ~ and turning over the 
es side to be finished. 

his curious friendship went on for six months 
or more, till the dog had to be kept in durance vile 
to save him from traps and destruction. e ca 
nothing daunted, went on with her poaching until 
one day she met her fate in a trap, and so brought 
her course to an end. 
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The Two Tides. 


In a vast tidal-wave of rosy light 
The Morning breaks on the receding shore, 
Where sounds the swelling, multitudinous roar 
Of Life and Labor rising in their might; 
While, far behind, with scintillant specks of white— 
Drowning the tumult which it deepens o’er— 
In earth-long curvature, rolls evermore 
The black and silent avalanche of Night. 


O thou of selfish power and fortune proud, 
The world revolves. The night shall overshroud 
ts face, unshadowed though it be with cloud. 
O thou from whose sad life all light seems gone, 
Beyond the black horizon line the Dawn 
In rosy tide comes rolling swiftly on. 
EDWARD PAYSON JACKSON. 
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An Electrical Fancy. 


The astonishing progress of electrical science is 
neatly satirized by a Parisian paper, which imag- 
ines Mr. Edison, in his laboratory, hearing the 
news of a declaration of war between Great Britain 
and the United States. A young man, his assistant, 
rushes in, pale and out of breath, and exclaims to 
the great electrician: 

“O master, war is declared! It is terrible!” 

“Ah!” — the master. “War declared, eh? 
And where is the British army at this moment?” 

“Embarking, sir.” 

“Embarking where?” 

“At Liverpool.” 

“At Liverpool— yes. Now, my friend, would 
you please join the ends of those two wires hanging 


there against the wall? That’s right. Now bring 
them tome. Good! And be kind enough to press 
that button.” 


The assistant, wondering and half-amused, 
presses the button. 

“Very well,” says the inventor. “Now do you 
know what is taking place at Liverpool?” 

“The British army is embarking, sir.” 

The inventor pulls out his watch and glances at 
the time. “There is no British army,” he says, 
coger. 

“What?” screams the assistant. 

“When you touched that button you destroyed it.” 

“Oh, this is frightful!” 

“It is not frig tful at all. It is science. Now 
every time that a British expedition embarks at 
any port, please come and teil me at once. Ten 
seconds afterward it will simply be out of exist- 
ence, that’s all.” 

“There doesn’t seem to be any reason why 
America should be afraid of its enemies after this, 


r. 

“I am inclined to believe you,” says the master, 
smiling slightly. “But in order to avert future 
trouble, I think it would be best to destroy England 
altogether.” 

“To—to destroy England, sir —” 

“Kindly touch button number four there.” 

The assistant touches it. The inventor counts ten. 

“— eight, nine, ten—it is all over. There is no 
more England!” 

“Oh! oh!” screams the young man. 

“Now we can go on quietly with our work,” says 
the master. “And if we should ever be at war 
with any other nation, you have only to notify me. 
I have an electric button connecting with ever 
foreign country which will destroy it when pressed. 
In ten minutes I could destroy every country in 
the world, the United States included. Be careful, 
now, that you don’t touch any of those buttons 
accidentally—you might do a lot of damage!” 
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Ready For His Opportunity. 


Never was a better story told of being ready to 
seize an opportunity than that of the pilot on the 
New York ferry-boat, as related in Harper’s 
Round Table. The pilot was at one time a 
bootblack, and often crossed to the other side on 
the boats. It was his delight to watch the pilot and 
engineer at work. Particularly was he fascinated 
by the engineer’s manceuvres in getting the boat 
into the slip, and this interest on his part stood 
him in good stead at one time. 


We were unusually crowded, says the pilot, on 
the trip when my stroke of good luck took place, 
both gangways running past the engine-room being 
choked up with horses and wagons. 

Most of the drivers had gone forward, and I sat 
in my usual ed on the ledge at the engine-room 
door alone. Bang! the first bell sounded to reduce 
her to half speed, and I glanced around to watch 
the engineer shut off steam. He was sitting facin 
the engine in his arm-chair, his chin in his hand, 
and his arm resting on the side of the chair. 

I was surprised to see that he made no move, 
and thinking he was asleep, I ran in to shake him. 
By this time the plot evidently thought something 
was wrong, and the big bell sounded twice, mean- 
ing, as you probably know, to stop the engine. I 
could not make the engineer move, and without 
hesitating I stepped across to the engine, and 
grasping he wheel, I shut off the steam and discon- 
nected the eccentrics. 

Of course the engine stopped, and the pilot, 
thinking everything was all right, commenced to 
send down his signals. I was a little frightened— 
more at the idea of J working the big engine 
than at making any mistake, for I knew exactly 
what to do 


Well, we had some trouble making the slip, and 

I had to back her out. I can tell you, working 

that lever bar was no easy job. Then came the 

sharp tinkle for full speed, and shortly I had her 

well out into the river.. Then came the bells to 

stop her, again to reverse and go ahead under 
spee 


By that time I was very tired, but no longer 
nervous, and when we again neared the rn J and 
the welcome bell to stop the engine sounded, I 
was very glad. The double signal to back water 
came, and I pushed the lever bar up and down 
twice before I got my last signal to stop. 


When I heard the rattle of the chains as they 
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tied her in the slip 1 was worn out, and it seems to 
me I must have fainted, for when I came to, it was 
in the presence of the pilot and some of the officers 
of the line. They told me the engineer had died 
of heart-disease ; and in recognition of my services 
they placed me at school and gratified my ambi- 
tion to become a pilot, as you see. 
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Amusing Ignorance. 


Uneducated persons, and some who are educated, 
when asked for an explanation of something of 
which they are ignorant, seldom say, “I don’t 
know.” On the contrary, they are apt to extem- 
porize the sort of explanation that was given to 
account for the working of the electric telegraph 
when if was first erected. The message-paper 
itself, such was the general belief among the igno- 
rant, was sent over the wire. 


Even in the late forties, when the electric tele- 
graph had been used in England for several years 
a countryman handed an operator a message, paid 
the fee, and then waited to see him send it off. 
The operator pene the paper on the hook, and 
—s signalled the message to the operator at 
the place where it was to delivered. Seeing 
that the man waited, he said, “It has gone.” ’ 

“Gone!” said he. ‘Why, it’s there still! Put it 
in the machine and send it off properly, man!” 

“Oh, very well; if you prefer it that way, here 
goes!” answered the operator, not ashamed to 
counter ignorance with deceit. He unfastened the 
back of the instrument, put in the paper, shut up 
the apparatus, rang the bell, and nodded to the 
man, who went away with a satisfied smile at 
having made the operator telegraph properly. 

Forty years later an old woman, seeing men 
crgoting Solegrap wires in the village, exclaimed, 
“Well, I expect I’d have to watch them a long 
time before I saw a telegraph message come along. 
My eyesight is —— so bad!” 

Another good woman, after writing a message, 
asked for an envelope in which to enclose her 
telegram, so that no prying eyes might read it 
during its transmission over the wire. A working- 
woman, on one by rail at a town some distance 
from her home, discovered that she had brought 
the house-key instead of leaving it behind for her 
husband's use. Going to the telegraph-office, she 
desired that the key might be sent to her house. 
When told that it was impossible, she, with no 
little irritation, exclaimed, “What, then, is the use 
of the telegraph? That’s what I’d like to know!” 
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Her Company. 


The Epworth Herald reports “an actual occur- 
rence” at the Palmer House, Chicago, in which a 
zealous night-watchman and a loquacious parrot 
were the causes of considerable embarrassment 
for Mrs. Marie Kressling, of Milwaukee. The 
cashier put upon the lady’s bill a charge for six 
extra lodgings for room 738. This called forth 
an explanation, which resulted in a climax highly 
amusing to all but the Milwaukee guest. 


“How is this, sir?’ asked Mrs. Kressling of 
Clerk Whipple. “I occupied the room alone.’ 

“TI know nothing about it, except that the watch- 
man reported ey Ree ps in your room each 
night, and you were charged with extra lodgings.” 

“But L — sir, it is false. I did not have a 
single caller.” 

The omnipresent night-watchman was summoned, 
and he declared that he had certainly heard the 
voices of two persons in room 738 at various hours 
each night. 

“I could plainly hear you talking to some other 
woman,” was all the watchman would vouchsafe 
in response to Mrs. Kressling’s denials. 

“Couldn’t it have been a servant-girl?” suggested 
Clerk Whipple. 

“No; the chambermaid never came in during the 
evening. I was alone with 7 the parrot —’ 

“Ah, does the parrot talk?” inquired the clerk. 

“Certainly, quite well,” replied Mrs. Kressling. 
“Oh, maybe the watchman heard the parrot.” 

And the watchman, with flushed face and ner- 
vous manner, walked into the room. 

“Hello, there! Won’t you take a chair?” came 
from the direction of the parrot’s ne. 

The watchman stared blankly at the guest and 
clerk for a moment, and remarked, “‘Same voice!” 

He rushed down-stairs and hurried up to the 
eashier’s window. “Say, just lop off those six 
extra lodgings against room 738. ’*Twas only a 
poll-parrot in there.” 
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Made Miserable. 


Some passengers, waiting at a railway station 
for a belated train, were amused at the sight of a 
negro, employed on the freight platform, who had 
fallen asleep;—so says the Detroit Free Press, 
which goes on to tell how the passengers made 
themselves merry at the sluggard’s expense. 


One of them hired another negro to place a bag 
of corn on the sleeper’s knees, another bag on his 
stomach, and a third on his head. As this weight 
did not wake him, a second bag was laid on his 
stomach. 

For about three minutes he continued to snore. 
Then he grew uneasy, began to mutter, and at the 
end of five minutes threw the sacks off and sat up 
and looked around in a dazed way. 

“Anything wrong, Rube?” asked the drayman. 





“*Fo’ de Lawd, but I’se had de worstest dream 
dat Leber dreamt! I’se all in cold blood!” 
“What was it?” 


“Dreamt dat I had sich a sore froat I couldn’t 
swaller, an’ de ole woman brought hum two chick- 
ens, some yams an’ a possum, an’ done cooked an’ 
eat de hull outfit, wid me sittin’ right dar an’ not 
able to open my mouf! Lawd save me, but didn’t 
I suffer when I saw de las’ of dem chickens gwine 
down her ole froat?”’ 
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Bulls without Legs. 


Recently in England a prize was offered for the 
best “bull” made of laughter-provoking words, 
and The Outlook publishes a selection from those 
submitted. 


Extract from a speech made at a meeting to 
promote total abstinence: “The glorious work will 
never be accomplished until the an ship Temper- 
ance shall sail from one end of the land to the 
other, and with a ery of ‘Victory!’ at each step she 
takes, shall plant her banner in every city, town 
and village in the United Kingdom.” 

“We pursue the shadow, the bubble bursts, and 
leaves the ashes in our hands!” 

An orator at one of the university unions bore 
off the palm when he declared that “the British 
lion, whether it is roaming the deserts of India or 
climbing the forests of Canada, will not draw in its 
horns nor retire into its shell.” 

A certain politician, lately condemning the 

overnment for its policy concerning the income 

x, is reported to have said: ‘““They’ll keep cutting 
the wool off the sheep that lays the golden eggs 
until they pump it dry.” 
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Fifty Cents. 
Billy and Bobby Grant think that their father’s | their cozy nest_of hay. just made up the coveted dozen. 


farm is just the nicest place in the whole world. 
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| play of “avalanche,” rolling over and over down| “It’s Biddy Topknot! She must have laid an | ‘ 

| the steep mow, and tumbling head over heels into | egg! Oh, if we could only find it now!” said : 

| the soft bed of hay at the bottom, till at last they | Billy. 

| were out of breath. The hay was so comfortable But the barn had grown very dark while they 

and the rain pattered so drowsily on the shingles | slept, and they saw they must wait till morning ; 

| of the roof that Bobby’s eyelashes winked down | for the egg, for papa never allowed a lantern in | ar) 

to his cheeks, and so did Billy’s, and they were | the barn. 

_ both fast asleep in a trice. “Where did I leave my hat?” said Bobby. | ISTOFR AUK 
Outside, the shower dashed faster and faster, | “Oh, here ’tis—why-ee!”’ 

and the thunder growled a little, like a good-| Something hard and warm lay in the crown of 

| natured, lazy bear, and one little flash of lightning | the hat. In fact, Biddy Topknot had chosen Enigmas, Charades, Puzzles, Etc. 

| peeped in at the barn window ; but it saw nothing | that very place as the snuggest and safest spot 1 

there but two chubby little sleepers, curled up in | for her nest, and there was the precious egg that sti a ‘ 

Fill each blank with a word ending in ify. 

There was a quarrel in the parish. The people 
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| “Cut! eut! eutarket!” sang something not far} ‘‘Now for our squirrel!” shouted Bobby. ‘Oh, 





One reason why it is so pleasant is because |away. Billy and Bobby started up. what a kind old hen!” B. MZ would —— the matter, and — each other. It 


it is full of all sortsof young 
creatures. 
First, there are the little 


all happened because some 
of them wanted to —— the 
church, thinking that beauty 
would help to and to —— 








colts, with their stubby tails 
and big brown eyes, and the 
lovely Jersey calves, dainty 
as fawns; and then there are 
thirty young lambs that look 
so much alike that it is a 
wonder their mothers can tell 
them apart, and a dozen wee 
pink pigs, and I don’t know 
how many fluffy chickens, 
downy ducks and scrawny 
little turkeys, shaggy pup- 
pies and soft, roly-poly kit- 
tens. 

And better than all that, 
there is a small, rose-colored 
baby sister in the big cradle 
by the kitchen fire. 

You would think that all 
these pets would be enough, 
but Billy and Bobby are al- 
ways planning to get one 
more, a guinea-pig, or a rab- 
bit, or a white mouse. 

One day Billy ran home 
from school with the round- 
est of blue eyes. 

“Only fifty cents, Bobby!” 
he shouted. ‘‘With an awful 
bushy tail,—and whiskers! 
In a trap!” 

“What? What?” Bobby 
cried, opening his eyes as 
wide as Billy’s. 

“A pretty gray squirrel that 
Johnny Baker has caught, 
and he will sell it to anybody 
for half adollar. How much 
money is there in our bank, 
Bobby ?” 

The little bank was un- 
ceremoniously broken open, 
and the red pennies rolled 
out on the kitchen floor. 
Billy and Bobby counted 
them, and put them in little 
piles. 

“Only forty-seven,” said- 
Billy, shaking his head. 

““Mebbe Johnny will trust 
us for three cents,” suggested 
Bobby. 

“No, no, Bobby,” said 
papa. ‘Don’t begin life by 
running in debt. Better earn 
your money. I will give you 
a job.” 

So the little fellows went 
into the field with papa, and 
picked out the stones that 
his plow turned up. It was 
pleasant work, following the 
long furrow, with the soft- 
plowed ground under their 
feet, and the warm spring 
sunshine all around. 

A robin on the fence sang 
“Cheerily! cheerily !” to the 
little laborers, and a bluebird 
twittered over their heads; 
but he was so nearly the 
same color as the sky that 
the children could not see 
him. 

“That is work enough for 
to-day,” said papa at last. 
“Here is a penny for each 
of you; now run home, for 











the congregation. The mem- 
bers bean to —— themselves 
as to their opinions on the 
matter; and it was with diffi- 
culty that the pastor could at 
length them; for at first 
his efforts seemed only to —— 
the trouble. The parish were 
so grateful to him for peaee 
that they were inclined to 
— him. This serves to — 
the quarrels going on on a 
larger seale all over the 
world, 








2. 
PUZZLE. 
Au Irish bull is souey 
Quite funny, I have heard. 
But I can tell you of an ox 
That always is absurd. 











3. 
DOUBLE ACROSTIC, 


' the fECESS = bell ! An expression of affection. 


ing-a-li -ling A coming back 
Wee march out Straight and slow . yay in the state of New 
Unfledged. 
But once beyond the door . pell-mell . High tand 
With hop, skip sm away We go! A Small sea-animal 
We . O most a hundred games - the "names of "the ‘enrlest 
: Each day o different one. Tae 


4. 


Ir I should tell you all their names pRocmRestvs RHVOMA. 
You couldnt guess at halp our fun. thur was iirthe yard'2,} heard 
Ou f | 


a 2, 3, 4 sing, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 he 
thought there must be an egg 
and going 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 the 
sounds proceeded found it 
even 80. 

5. 


ENTANGLED WORDS. 








Deatha. 
Dartseen. 
Thienfeb. 
Mafert. 
Potermp. 
Angoute. 


There is one extra letter in 
each of the above groups. 
When the right letter is taken 
out, and the remaining letters 
properly a the first 
group will spell a word mean- 
ing, farther on. 

The second group, eager. 

The third group, profit. 

The fourth group, to con- 
struct. 

The fifth group, quick. 

The sixth group, a part of 
the human body. 





6. 
RIDDLE. 


Two ways I’m pronounced; 
but one I am spelt; 

In days that are gone I have 
death often dealt. 

I'm a mark of respect; of a 
boat I am part; 

I'm an ornament, too, tied 
with taste or with art. 


7. 


TRANSPOSITIONS. 


A word of five letters trans- 
posed four times. 


“Why do you ——?” I said. 

She quickly turned her head. 

“Just look at my —— bed! 

“It is full of ——, you see; 

Though I’ve tried to keep it 
free. 

Pardon these ——; ah me!” 


8. 
DARING DENTISTRY. 


Extract a tooth from a pris- 
on, and leave a seed-food. 

Extract a certain kind of 
tooth from a Scotchman, and 
leave a burden. 












Z scarcely seems a minule ~ 

ling!” the bell! - And 

‘re in our places , slraight and leave a Dard trom an 
School-time has begun again! pe 


Extract a tooth from a pre- 





We 








there is an April shower 
coming.” 

“Only one cent lacking!” 
said Bobby. “And mamma will pay us that if 
we find a dozen eggs for her.”’ 

They hunted all over the big barn, peeped into 
Dobbin’s manger, looked into the old sleigh, 
and rummaged the mow till their hair was full of 
hayseed. The swallow mammas stretched their 
white throats over the edge of their nests, and 
watched the children anxiously. 

“Don’t be afraid, Mrs. Swallow,” said Bobby. 
‘It isn’t your eggs that we want.” 

But after they had searched everywhere, they 
had only eleven eggs. “If we could only find 
— more!” said Billy and Bobby both at 

ce, 

_ They sat still a minute to think if they had 
forgotten any out-of-the-way corner where a very 
cautious Biddy might have hidden her nest. But 
sitting still is hard work for Billy and Bobby, so 
they soon gave it up, and began their favorite 


cisian, and leave his hand. 
Extract a bone from the 
mouth of a bird, and leave a 


bag. 
Nelsie’s Butterfly. | Helen,” said Nelsie, jumping up and down | Rt, part of a tooth from a bird, and leave 
| with joy at the thought of having such a queer | “"Extract part of a tooth from a turtle, and leave 
As soon as the little folks of our neighborhood | pet for her very own. a place for another. 
heard about Goldie, my butterfly pet, they all| So her mother let her, and made sugar syrup| Answer to Puzzles in Last Number. 
wanted to have one, too. But Nelsie Folsom, a | for him to drink. He proved to be a very hearty | 1. Ape, rill—April. 
little four-year-old girlie, who lives just across the | eater; he could make away with a lot of big| 2. Ambition, Philosopher, Reputation, Itching, 


road from me, was the only one who had any | drops in a day. It did him good, too, for he| Se cae aie 





luck. grew strong and seemed quite healthy. Although | : ; O. IdahO, LooM—April 

She was running out in the yard early one | he never learned to fly he could craw! all about | ae, Bee Pn a 
morning, when she nearly stepped on a large red | the room, and seemed really to love his gentle; 5, Cc A R-O L 
butterfly which was slowly crawling along the little mistress, and liked nothing better than to -. ~ . 
board walk. | be lifted on her shoulder and carried about the | OM E R 8 

She picked it up on a bit of board,—just as| house and yard, and I am quite sure that he | ace L vf de a ~ 

, j i | i i a § vy en ) WOrK, 

she had heard me say that I picked up Goldie,— | knew the sound of her voice and liked to be) 6- “;etus ne onto Mn, and not presume 
and carried it in to her mother. The big wings | talked to by her. To fret because it’s little.” _Browning. 


with their pretty black markings seemed crumpled | If she had not taken him in he probably would mS Crow, row. Swallow, wallow. Finch, =. 

i , i . m1 y i , lover. Screamer, creamer. Smew, . 
| and lame, and the poor little fellow could not fly | have died long ago; so you see Nelsie was a | Anti ll Crake, rake. Lark, ark.’ Stilt, 
at all. “Good Samaritan.” Ask your mamma what | tilt. Rail, ail. Linnet, in net. Brant, rant. 


“O mamma, please let me keep him like Aunt | that means. H. A. 8s. | 8. Brig, rig, bright on, ton, right on, Brighton. 
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the Your's §=9§ Quyr Silver Badge Offer. 
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Companion FIISTSITITITTITS 
Home Reading 

Circles. Do You Know 

Two Million of one family among your acquaint- 
i ances that does not take the Youth’s 


Companion? If you do, and will 
send us the name and 
address, we will send them 
copies of the Companion, 
together with the announce- 
ment of Companion writers 
and other matter which will 
make it easy for you to 
secure a new subscription, 
and thus obtain one of our 
valuable Premiums. 


FFFSTe 


We will also, on receipt 
- of five cents in stamps, send 
you a beautiful Solid Silver Badge Pin, Blue Enamelled, which can be worn 
by members of the Youth’s Companion Home Reading Circles. Every 
Subscriber to the Companion is the centre of a Home Reading Circle. 





For seventy years it has been the purpose of the Companion to 
furnish reading matter which not only should entertain the Home 
Circle, but which should instruct, build up character, and make 
ee aOR oy eA better citizens for the republic. 











N sending us the name as indicated above, let 3999000009 


Perry Mason & Co., 


Publishers the Youth’s Companion. 
Sosesoeesessseeeeseseesesessssesesesssesesssess $ 201 Columbus Avenue, Boston, Mass. 


it be that of a family who would appreciate a 
weekly paper like the Companion. This Special 


Companion Subscriber. If you choose, you 
can send us the name of more than one family. 
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French Achromatic Telescope and Planisphere. 





The tubes of this fine Telescope are made of brass, polished and lacquered, while the body is | 
covered with French morocco. When open it is 15 inches long. It has a power of ten times; | 
or, an object one mile distant appears but thirty-two rods away. Contains 5 genuine achromatic | , 
lenses. We give free with each Telescope a Pocket Planisphere and Pocket Astronomy. : 

Given for one new subscriber and 50 cents additional, with 15 cents for postage and packing. | 
Sold for $1.85, postage and packing 15 cents extra. 


Standard Bicycle Cyclometer. 


Easily applied; noiseless; registers 1,000 
miles and repeats; weight 314 ounces; adjust- 
able to read from any position in the saddle; 


The Companion Toilet Hair Clipper. 











made for 26-, 28- and 30-inch wheels (mention 
size of wheel with order); white enamel dial, 
same as a watch; guaranteed without qualification. 


Given for one new subscriber and 10 cents 


additional, with 10 cents for postage and pack- | 
ing. Sold for $1.00, post-paid. 








Safety Bicycle Lock and Pocket Five years ago a pair of Hair Clippers as good as this pair cost $4.00. 
Safety Oil Can. and those mainly by professional barbers. Boys want their hair-clipped. 
themselves and put- the money in their own pockets? THE COMPANION imported the Clippers in 
Every bicyclist should own a Safety Lock | large numbers, reduced the price and gave its boy subscribers a chance. Thousands of boys 
and a perfect Pocket Oil Can. Both nickel-plated. | are now making money with them. We now offer the improved style, with concealed spring. 
Given for one new subscriber and 15 cents additional, with 15 cents for postage and packing. | 
Sold for $1.50, postage and packing 15 cents extra. 








Magazine Repeating Air Rifle—1tooo Shots. | 


Bicycle Bell. 


Latest model, weighs 34% ounces, is but 13% 
nches in diameter. Double electric ring and 


ull nickel-plated. Its tone is loud and clear. 





This Bell is well suited to the featherweight 


| wheels of to-day. 


Given for one new subscriber and 10 cents for 


postage and packing. Sold for 85 cents, postage 
and packing 1o cents extra. 


Bicycle Lantern. 


This is just the right size and sliape. It is 


Very few were used, | compactly built, and will throw a powerful light 
Why not let them do it | where it is most needed. 





Given for one new subscriber and 15 cents 





Both given -for one new subscriber and 12 
cents for postage and packing. Price of Lock 
50 cents, postage 8 cents. Price of Oil Can 25 
cents, postage 4 cents. 


Crank Bicycle Pump. 
Simple, effective and convenient. It has 
been pronounced by experts to be the best 


Pneumatic Tire Pump ever produced. 


| additional, with 20 cents for postage and pack- 
| ing. Sold for $1.25, postage and packing 20 
| cents extra. 








| Wool Sweater. 


These Sweaters are used by bicycle-riders. 
| They prevent a person from getting chilled. All 
|} wool. Made in crimson, black and navy blue. 
| Latest style lace collar. When ordering give 


chest measure and color desired. 














This is a practical magazine repeating Air Rifle of the best possible construction and material. 
Its’ magazine will hold 1000 BB shot. It is a powerful, safe and close shooter. For target 
practice it is very popular. In model it very much resembles a Winchester Rifle. 


Given for one new subscriber and so cents additional, with 45 cents for postage and packing. 
Sold for $2.50, postage and packing 45 cents extra; or sent by express, charges not paid. 
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‘ Me 3 | Given for one new subscriber and 65 cents 

CONDITIONS. —For Conditions under which all Premiums are given see our regular Premium | gqaitional, with 25 cents for postage and pack- 

List published October 31, 1895, page 522. Remember that Premiums are given only to old ing. Sold for only $1.75, postage and packing 
subscribers, to induce them to obtain new subscribers to THE YOuTH’s COMPANION. | 25 cents extra. 


Given for one new subscriber and 75 cents addi- 
tional, with 10 cents for postage and packing. 
Price $2.40, postage and packing 10 cents extra. 
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Gilt Belt, with Sterling Silver Buckle. 















































































































































THE OFFER. Given for only one new subscriber and 10 cents additional, with 5 cents for 


This Belt has the best quality of gilt webbing, and is mounted with a Sterling Silver Buckle, 
postage and packing. Sold for $1.00, postage and packing paid by us. 


gold-plated; both fashionable and beautiful; and is the most popular Belt of the season. 
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The Vienna Lace Machine.—American Model. 


This cut illustrates the Lace Machine on which thousands of 
women in Europe earn their living by making fine laces, while 
women of leisure take up the work just as American women 
do crocheting or fancy work. 

THe YouTu’s CoMPANION wishes to introduce this profit- 
able industry to American ladies. To do this it was nec; 
essary first to have a practical Lace Machine. It cost $5.00 
each to import these machines from Europe. This price was 
too much. In order to get them at a popular rate we 
were obliged to have them manufactured in this 
country in large quantities. This we have done 
and the readers of THE COMPANION will be the 
first in America to profit by our efforts. 

With this machine, the patterns and the directions, 
any one can soon make fine and costly laces. 

Every lady appreciates fine hand-made lace, not 
only for its great durability but for its exquisite beauty and usefulness. We are glad to add this 
profitable home industry to the many other useful industries which we have already popularized. 














style, with genuine opal setting. 


THE OFFER. The offer consists of 1 Vienna Lace Machine; 20 four- 
inch Bobbins ; 2 Spools of Barbour’s Irish Flax Thread, No. 50; a quantity 
of Pins and a number of Patterns, with complete Directions. The Outfit 
given for one new subscriber and 25 cents additional, with 35 cents for 
postage and packing. Sold for $1.75, postage and packing 35 cents extra. 
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Mounted Embroidery Scissors. — These 
Scissors have beautifully chased Sterling Silver Han- 
dles, and finely polished and tempered steel blades. 
The total length is four inches. These: Scissors will 
be found useful in connection with the Vienna 
Lace Machine. Price $1.00,. post-paid, or will be 
given for one new subscription, postage paid by us. 


We have a limited supply of Solid Gold Scarf Pins, popular 
Sold for $1.00. 


Sterling Silver 


Gold Scarf Pin, Opal Setting. 
We offer it for one new subscriber. 


Harvard Photographic Outfit. 





Look at this cunning picture. 
It was made with the Harvard 
Outfit, which is here illustrated. 
No wonder that the Harvard Cam- 
era is so popular among the young 
people when such a fine picture as 
this can be made with it — and by 
a little boy, too, who had no one 
to teach him. 

The instructions which go with 
the Camera are so very plain that 
little people have no trouble. 


Tens of Thousands 
of boys and girls who now have 
large and costly Cameras began 
with the Harvard. 

A larger Camera will make a 
larger picture, but we have seen as 
beautiful work done with the Har- 
vard as can be produced with 
costly instruments. 

Not only does the Harvard Cam- 
era give great satisfaction and 
pleasure but it has been the means 
of making money for the enter- 





prising owners. 


To Amateur Photographers. 

For the purpose of stimulating 
interest among amateur photog- 
raphers, THE YouTH’s Com- 
PANION Offers eight prizes( $225.00) 
for the best eight photographs 
which shall be submitted before 
July 1st. Conditions in THE 
YouTuH’s COMPANION of February 
27, 1896. 

We shall be pleased to have 
every owner of a Harvard Camera compete for the above offers. We should be pleased to see 
photographs of any object near your own home which is interesting to you. 
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We are prepared to supply our subscribers with Watches, Waltham 
If you are | 





The Harvard Outfit. 


Price-List of Watches. 
or Elgin movements in solid gold, gold filled or silver Cases, at very special prices. 
considering the purchase of a Watch, we will gladly send you our Watch Catalogue free of expense. | 


a ARTS eo | a ee 


The Outfit. 


The Harvard Outfit consists of 
the Camera, Tripod, Finder, Devel- 
oping Tray, Hinged Printing Board, 
Glass Graduate, Ruby Fabric (for 
ruby light), Dry Plates, Sensitized 
Paper, Card Mounts, Developer 
for Negatives, and Toning Powders 
for Prints, together with a Manual 
of Instructions by which any boy 
or girl can soon master the prelim- 
inary steps in this wonderful art. 





The Camera. 

The Camera is of metal, japanned 
and striped. It takes a picture 
2%x4 in. It is provided with a 
French lens, brass lens-tube and 
cap, and finder. 


Rebate Ticket. 

With each Harvard Outfit we 
include a Rebate Ticket which at 
any time before October, 1896, will 
be accepted as $1.75 toward the 
purchase from us of any camera cost- 
ing $15.00 or over. Only one such 
Rebate Ticket can apply in a single 
purchase. Send for Free Sample Photograph. These Photographs tell their own story. A 
request for a sample can be written on a postal card. With each photograph we will include an 
illustrated story entitled, ‘How Harry was Kept from the Street.’ A complete Price-List of Photo- 
graphic Cameras and Supplies will be mailed to any address, free, upon application. Send for it. 

THE OFFER. The Outfit complete given for two new subscribers and 45 cents for postage 
and packing; or for one new subscriber and 50 cents additional, with 45 cents for postage and 
packing. Sold for $1.75, postage and packing 45 cents extra. 


Sterling Silver Blouse Buttons. The set consists of four Sterling Silver Buttons, suitable 
for ladies’ shirt waists. Summer shirt waists will be more popular than ever and Silver Buttons the 
Given for one new subscriber. Price 25 cents, postage paid by us. 


Lawn Tennis Goods.—We will send to all who desire, a price-list of fine Tennis Goods, 
including Rackets, Balls, Nets, etc. Also the latest official Rules of the U. S. N. L. T. Associa- 
tion. Every tennis-player should own a copy of this booklet. 


correct thing. 
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The Wellesley Fountain Pen.—During the past few years Fountain Pens have been so 
improved that they are now practical, durable, and a great convenience to writers. Not only do all 
professional people find them useful but farmers, mechanics and school pupils have a use for them. 

The Wellesley is a superior Fountain Pen in all respects. The Pen point is of solid 14-k. gold, 
with smoothly ground iridium points. Its flow of ink is instantaneous, and always uniform. 
The reservoir is large and the barrel handsomely chased. _ We guarantee every Pen perfect, and 
will warrant them free from any imperfection for a period of three years from date of purchase. 









Given for one new subscriber and 5 cents for postage and packing. Sold for $1.50, postage 
and packing paid by us. 
90°90 


“A Solid Silver Pencil.—We can remember our feelings of pride when we were permitted to 
carry, on special occasions, grandfather’s Solid Silver Pencil. This was long ago. The pencil we 
here offer is more beautiful, yet it costs less than the pencil of olden times. Given for one new 
subscriber, and 4 cents for postage and packing. Sold for $1.00, postage and packing 4 cents extra. 


The Champion Breech-Loading Shot-Gun. Price $11.00. 








It has the celebrated Top Snap-Action, Rebounding Lock; Patent Fore-End Fastening, and 
Pistol Grip; 12 Bore. The trimmings are nickel-plated. _It is one of the best and safest guns made. 
Last October we offered to present as a free gift a gold-filled watch to all CompaANION subscribers 
who should send us six new subscribers to THE COMPANION. Some may prefer this Gun instead. 


Our Gift of 5,000 Watches.—See our Gift of 5,000 Watches described on page 521 of the 
October 31st Premium List. The offer will be open until July 1, 1896. Young ladies have been 
equally successful with the young men in securing these Watches. 





The following offer will 
be appreciated by all young 
men who already have a watch 
but who may wish to own a superb 
Breech-Loading Shot-Gun: 


THE OFFER. Any Companion subscriber who, 
between April oth and October 30th, will send us only SIX new 
subscribers, will not only receive Six Premiums, which he may select from 
the Premium List, but we will present FREE AS A GIFT this beautiful CHAMPION SHOT-GUN. 
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The Great Plow of Bakérsfield. 


What is said to be the largest plow in the worid 
is now lying in a shed near Bakersfield, Kern 
County, California. A San Francisco paper tells 
its story. Some fifteen years ago a ranch superin- 
tendent, who had authority to make improvements, 
but not to introduce steam-plows, grew very tired 
of preparing three thousand acres of land for 
wheat with ordinary nine- or twelve-inch plows 
drawn by two horses. 


He argued that if two horses could pull a twelve- 
inch plow, six horses could pull a plow thirty-six 
inches wide, and that eight horses could pull a 

low forty-eight inches wide. He made the calcu- 
ations carefully, and being clever with his pencil 
made drawings also, and sent for blacksmiths and 
machinists to construct a plow on his principle. 

Some simple peo le told him that his great plow 
would not work, but they contented themselves 
with saying this Cogmatcalty, without giving any 
mathematical reason why. So the superintendent 
went on with his plans. 

The blacksmiths and machinists finished the 

low in due time. The share was made to cuta 
hfty-inch furrow; the top of it reached five feet 
above the ground, to give room to throw the earth. 
The beam was more than a foot thick; but the 
machine was constructed to run between two 
great wheels, so that it could be turned around 
easily; and on the axle between these wheels was 
the seat for the man who was to drive the ten 
horses which were hitched to it. 

The plow was brought to the great field, the ten 
horses were attached to it, the handles were 
raised, the driver mounted his seat and the team 
was started. But as soon as the share struck well 
into the ground the horses stopped short. They 
were stuck fast. 

And yet the plow had not gone too deeply into 
the earth. That could be regulated. But it was 
evident that they could not pull the plow. More 
horses were brought out, but not until fifty were 
attached did the plow move along. 

Even then it required four men to hold the 
handles, in order to keep the plow in the furrow. 
It was an economic failure, and was finally dis- 
carded and left in a shed to rust. 

Then the superintendent, through the interven- 
tion of some one who was a better mathematician 
than he, learned that he should have “cubed” the 
pace | of his twelve-inch plow every time he 
doubled the width of it. A twelve-inch plow, when 
it is pulled the distance equal to its width, displaces 
one eubie foot of soil; but a twelve-inch plow, 
drawn the same distance, will displace, or have to 
handle, what amounts to twenty-seven cubic feet 
instead of three, as the superintendent figured. 


~ 
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Profitable Pun. 


A bright colored man is sometimes very bright, 
and withal so good-natured that the victim of his 
brightness can do nothing but smile and confess 
himself beaten. Such a fellow was Sam, “a light- 
skinned darky of middle age,” about whom 
Harper’s Round Table has a clever story. 


He was eyplozed in the street department of 
the town of D. One day a gentleman, finding him 
at work tearing up some cobblestones from the 
street, and desiring to hear one of his witty 
replies, asked him what he was doing. Sam 
replied: “‘Why, sah, I’se er-pulling up de street; 
by and by I’se going to eet up de riber.” 

“Pull up the river! hy, Sam, that’s a gigantic 
fe. You'll have to pump and haul many a year 
»efore you can accomplish that.” 

“If you’s want ter see me do it, I’se willing.” 

“Well, Sam, 1 would like to see how you would 
go about it, and if you can prove to me that you 
ean finish such a job even within a year, I will 
treat you to a suit of Sunday clothes.” 

“Yah, yah, yah!” laughed Sam. “Come ’long, 
sah, I’se ’ll prove dat shuah!” 

And off he started for the river with the gentle- 
man and several other people who had fa hered 
around during the conversation. Reaching the 
river, Sam  - — the gentleman and the crowd to 
an old skiff. Jumping into it, he seized the oars 
and started rowing, shouting as he did so, ‘‘Dere, 
sah! I’se er-pulling up de riber now!” 

The gentleman gave in, and Sam got his clothes. 
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A Swift “ Razor-Back.” 


A preposterous “yarn” may become excusable 
when it is picturesquely used to illustrate an 
animal peculiarity. It is well known that the 
“razor-back” swine of the Southern States are 
marvellously swift runners, and that they seem to 
lead a sort of charmed life amid many dangers. 


_ The Early County (Georgia) News says that last 
summer Colonel Taylor Jenkins, who lives a few 
miles north of Blakely, found one of these “wild 
hogs” in his corn-field, and went out to kill it with 
his rifle. He searched about till he “jumped” it in 
lightaheg down a corn-row the hog went like 
He levelled his unerring rifle and fired, but the 
hog continued to run, evidently untouched. It 
disappeared in the corn, and the colonel went 
after it. Again he “jumped” it; again it ran 
Straight down a corn-row; again he fired, and once 
more the animal continued to run, unhurt. 
s F ive times this aagpouss. The colonel began to 
gt alarmed. Something must have ha’ pened to 
ais trusty rifle. To make sure, he took 
block of wood as a target, placed it at a distance 
greater than that at which he had fired at the hog, 
area five times at it, got a hatchet, chopped in and 
ound his five bullets all in one hole in the middle 
“— block. 
'hat settled it; he knew now that the fault was 
not in him or his‘ ' i 
cutren be bullee but that the hog had simply 
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A.Temperance Lesson. 


A cavalryman had for the second time returned 
0 the barracks in an intoxicated condition. 


His comrades saw a chance the second time to 
thee bs <5 little lesson. He had gone to bed and 
and ti is bare foot out from under his blanket; 
heal ley fastened one of his spurs on his naked 
sleep t é trooper lay in a heavy and motionless 
his p ora long time.’ At last he’ stirred, changed 

aOpsition and dug the spur into his other leg. 
started Pay i he shouted. Then he 

' a 
fastened on his bare heel” ae 
hel hens he said, “if that doesn’t make me out a 
nig tlt My one gfe off my boots last 
never drink a drop aaeinr” one of my spurs. I'll 


| of Burnett's Cocoaine. 
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Premature Loss of the Hair, which is so com- 
mon nowadays, may be entirely prevented by the use 
(Adv. 











wellonsmall investments. MAGIC 
LANTERNS STEREOPTI- 
CONS, and VIEWS of all grades 
and prices, for public Exhibition and 

eg@-Send for 265-page Catalogue 
Mfg. Optician ork. 


ree. . ,» 49 Nassau St., New Y¥: 


- Mesinger Saddle Souvenir Pin, 
Se —— that created such 
= FREE. a sensation at the 
N Cycle Shows, sent to Bicycle Riders for 4c. 
n 


Stamps for mailing expenses. HULBERT BROS. 
& COMPANY, 26 West 23d Street, New Y 
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TOILET 
POWDER. 


7 
Approved by Highest 
Medical Authorities 
as a Perfect Sanitary 
Toilet Preparation : 
for infants and adults. 
J 






Delightful after shaving. 


Positively Relieves Prickly Heat, Nettle Rash, 
Chafed Skin, Sunburn, etc. Removes Blotches, 
Pimples, makes the skin smooth and healthy. 
Take no substitutes. Sold by 
« druggists or mailed for 25 cents. 

Sample mailed. (Name this paper.) 


GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N. J. 
(eevee rverese vevevererse 


veerwrvewrre 
Tailor-Made Suits $7 .00 
Cut to measure and made to order, UP. 
Our New Spring Catalogue 
from which this suit is se- 
lected contains new and 
desirable styles of 


Outing, Tennis, Golf 
and Bicycle Suits, 


also many illustrations (some 
beautifully colored) of sty- 
lish garments, including : 





SUITS from $7.00 up. 
JACKETS “ $4.00 « 
SKIRTS “ $3.00 « 
Z CAPES “ $3.00 « 
< WAISTS “ 15 « 


SPRING CATALOGUE FREE. 


A selection of over 50 samples of latest fabrics, tape 
measure and measurement diagram (which ensures a 
perfect fit) sent on receipt of 4c. in stamps. We make 
every garment to order and 

We Guarantee Perfection of Fit. 
Silks, Dress Goods and Cloths by the yard at wholesale 
prices. We pay express charges to any part of United States. 
58 West 23d St., 
e 47 West 22d St., 
NEW YORK. 


Mention Youth’s Companion. 





COMPANION. 


S 
pots OF MER 


1. No sewing under the bill. 


2. Takes one third \ess sewing. 
Time is money to some people. 


3. Divides strain on cloth. 
4. Gives firmer fastening with 
less sewing. 

5. Hooks and w#hooks easier . 
No thread to catch on the eye . 
6. Has more reliable hump be- 
i cause free from thread under bill. 
7. Same price as common safety 

% hooks. 









7RAPID) 

With each first card 

Our Liberal Offer. Wiis tise 

will send you a valuable present that every lady 

will be pleased to possess, and if you are not con- 

vinced that the “Rapid” is the neatest—the strong- 

est—most reliable—the easiest and very best hoo 

and eye ever made, you may return them both to 

us and we will send your money back, and also an 
extra ten cents to pay you for your trouble. 

ealers everywhere can suj %ly the * Rapid.” 

Send us your first ompty card and we will send 
you a valuable present by return mail. 
RAPID HOOK & EYE CoO., 

185 Canal Street, Grand Rapids, Mich. 









ENAMELINE 


—the brilliant black— 


STOVE 





and 

odorless. 
Sold Everywhere, 

IRR OOO) 









The Crescent 
Tandem 


affords its owners the greatest 
delights of all bicycle-riding 
i an 

exertion for one or both des 
—passing scenery— - 
est and most exhilarating of 
all outdoor exercises. Price 
$325.00. 


Our 1896 


CRESCENTS © 


(SE Y-HIGH) 
comprise the most complete 
line of Bicycles ever offered 
—the best and most popular 


Bicycle — made for every age 
—every want. 
He 


We are ing to our List of 
Agents. 1396 Chonens Catalogue 
sent on request. 


Factory: 
Chicago, Illinois. 





WESTERN WHEEL WORKS 


Eastern Office: 
Warren St., N. Y. 








Redal 


The Regal (like cut) has extension 
edge sewed with Irish linen cord. 

Three rows of stitching with pure 
silk, will prevent ripping. In Calf, Rus- 
sia Calf, Patent Calf and Enamel, 
$3.50 a pair. 


Upon receipt of 83.75 we will ship 
a pair of our shoes express paid to 
any address in the U. 8. 


Send Stamp for Catalogue C. 


Regal Eyelets 
Don’t Get Brassy. 


L. C. BLISS & CO. 








. 
STORES: 





BOSTON: 

109 Summer St. 
New York: ‘ 

1r5 & 117 Nassau St. 

1347 Broadway. 

291 Broadway. 
Brooklyn: 

357 Fulton St. 
Washington : 

1305 F St., N. W. 
Pittsburgh, Pa.: 

69 Fifth Ave. 
Providence : 

220 Westminster St. 
Baltimore: 

219 E. Baltimore St. 
Brockton: 

119 North Main St. 
Chicago: 

103 Dearborn St. 

Dearborn St., cor. 


Washington St. 
237 State St. 





















Be Your Own Judge. 


Most bicycle manufacturers study every 
of the frame with great care, but 

ve the Tire to chance or choice. If 
you say so when ordering your wheel 


you can have a 
Single Tube 


Hodgman 72° 


It is the BEST Tire made, and any 
dealer will furnish it if you insist. 


Send for our free booklet about Tires. 


Hodgman Rubber Co., 


459-461 Broadway, cor. Grand St., New York. 
Atwood Building, 
Cor. Clarke and Madison Sts., Chicago, Ill. 


Chosen by the 


Government 


The War Department 
ee to test the 

icycle thoroughly for 
army use, and recently 
advertised for propos- 
als for furnishing five 
bicycles for the pur- 
pose. Result: Bids 


| 
| 








from $50 to $85 each 

for other machines; 
our bid of $100 each for Columbias, 
their invariable price. And the Gov- 
ernment selected 








Bicycles 
| . STANDARD OF THE WORLD 


The experts who made the choice decided 
that Columbias were worth every dollar 
of the $100 asked for them. 


if you are willing to pay $100 for a 
bicycle, why be content with 
anything but a Columbia? 


POPE MANUFACTURING CO., Hartford, Conn. 


Light, Strong, Durable, 


qualities 














express the necessary 
sessed by every 


pos- 





Bicycle 
built. Graceful and elegant finish. 
Suits every rider and every clime. See 


our four superb models, $85 to $100, or 
write for free catalogue. 

CENTRAL CYCLE MPG. CO., 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


77 Garden St., 
| Sid 


SAMPLES 
SENT 


FREE. 
*3.00 | *2.00 


Sailor Suit, good Navy 
Double-breasted Suit Yhev « 
oa Navy Blue Cheviot, Blue Cheviot, prettily trim. 


med with soutache braid 
with extra pants and cap. | with extra pants, cap, cord 



























4 to 14 years. and whistle. 4 to 12 years. 
83.00 post-paid. 82.00 post-paid. 
We especially recommend these to readers because 
they are of good materials, wel/ made, and we believe 
them to be m all respects the best special values ever 

offered through the columns of the COMPANION. 


Money refunded if desired. Outfit promptly shipped 
if you send order and remittance direct to the makers, 


Shaughnessy Bros., **NEW Voie’ 
** Don’t Wear Dirty Shoes.” 


HAUTHAWAY’S 


Russet and Patent-Leather Polish 


FOR LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN’S SHOES. 
It is the Best. 


Absolutely harmless, 
permanent, easily 
applied, and saves 
shoes from cracking. 

Recommended by 
users and sold by 
dealers everywhere, 
or by mail for 


15 Cents per box. 
C. L. HAUTHAWAY 


& SONS 
346 . 
| Manufacturers of all kinds of Shoe Polish. . Established 1852. 








| 
| 




















{CURRENT EVENTS SE 


AMBASSADOR BAYARD’S SPEECHES.—It is 
a generally accepted principle that diplomatic 
representatives in foreign countries must remem- 
ber that they represent the whole nation, and 
refrain from partisan discussion of domestic 
questions. Ambassador Bayard, as was men- 
tioned in the Companion of December 26, 1895, 
fell under criticism for forgetting this principle in 
certain unguarded utterances in speeches at 
Boston, England, and at Edinburgh. In one 
speech he spoke of the people of the United 
States as “strong, self-confident, and oftentimes 
violent,” and requiring a “real man to govern 
them.” In the other, he said that he had 
witnessed in his own country “the insatiable 
growth of that form of state socialism styled 
protection,’ which he described as having done 
more than any other single cause to corrupt public 
life, to blunt the public conscience, to divorce 
ethics from politics, and place polities upon the 
low plane of a mercenary scramble. 





Mr. BAYARD CENSURED.—By a vote of 180 





THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 


Send 10 cts. for sample package and 
—— for the sale of these buttons. 

No needle used to put them on. For 
sale by V.D./NGRAM, Holyoke, Mass. 


| 300 tine mixe a Victoria, Cape 
18 ! of G. H.., Indie. Japen, ay with 
— oe wanted. | 7 is he. only 1 Oc. New 80; p. Price 
Salle St., Chicago, Il. ree. vents inanted at 50 er cent. com. 

STAND YARD 8 ,4 Nicholson P1., St. 
Louis, Mo, Ola t v 8. & Gout. Stamps bought. 


MPS 500 fine mixed, Australian, etc., 10c. ; 
16 all a te and nice Album le. ; 
15 wnesed, 10¢. ; +s 100. ; frica 15 
Asia 15 dceanica, 0c. 15 W. Indian, ‘loc, 
List yen: . Large stock low prices. Agents wanted. 
50 per cent. com. B, Vincent, Chatham, N i Be 


to sell Sash Locks 
WANTED AGENTS suis: por Holders. 
ye ny Lock 


free by mail for 2-cent stam lers ever 
invented. Beats Py wg #12 aa eyate quick. 
BROHARD +» Box 3, Ph adel phia. 


NEW MAMMOTH POULTRY 


The superiority of Burnett's Vanilla Extract con- 
sists in its perfect purity and great strength. (Adv. 











HOME TIES. A beautiful ow Home fa ae. 2Se 25e. 
postpaid. Herbert Johnson, 235 

elmont Bicycles. Catalo 

B W. A. Phister & Co., 171 

STA4 AMPS. 100 diff., Venezuela,ete.,10c. Agts. wtd. 50 p.c. 

List free. C. Stegmann, 5941 Cote Brilant Av., St.Louis, Mo. 

PS. 101 all diff.,China,ete.,10c. Agts.wtd.at 50p.c. 

Seen Large price- -list free. Shaw Stamp Co., J Jackson, Mich, 


for an UP-TO-DATE WHEEL. Agts. 
Hundreds of 


$37.5 make big money. 
new and second-hand wheels. 
Sterner Wheel Co., 75 Dearborn Stree’ 


hes free. | SMES 60D 
STAM to select from at x cent. 


100 all different 
8 gents 25 U.S. 10 cents. 
Lists free. B. L. 



























125 rare 25 cents. 
. DREW, STATION P, Boston, Mass. 














A, =, ot your own foure, 
A es a a ucec 

y faa “ none wanted. Oe il money. colored plate et chickens 

ve., Chicago. Tells all about 

B.8. 5 imead Oyele o., on, 387 Webssh Ate. , Chicago. Maat 








new ra aened with 
2 *PERFE “TION ” Dyes 
will make beautiful car- 


fore paying, No shoddy; no dece Write for samples 
rugs, and are 


and tape measure, free. Putnam oe House, Chieago. 


povs’ SUITS S25 $5.00 





GUITARS, BANJOS, MANDOLINS, VIOLINS. 
on two days ay at wholesale prices. Write 

for 50 per cent. Giscoun’ factory 

pice 7 Rte ts above mentioned 

instruments by mail Self instructors 30 cts, 

YC INST. Mra. to" Poa 4 Wabash Av., »Chieago,L. 


CL E NEW 96 STYLES. 
By, FACTORY PRICES. 
Send Y Catalogue of a, 25 


ew age 
Turkey- hed, Black. ¢ Gress, Medium Brown, Yellow, 
and Orange dyes, or ‘ix packages, any colors, for cotton 
or wen or 40 cents. ee. package, 10 cents. 

CUSHING & 6O., . 18, FOXCROFT, MAINE. 


SPRAY TREE Plants and 


Set hitpraee 
The Comet. {2% 
feet. ‘Sells cheap. 


men and ladies 
rapidly selling them. Sen 








heels at 
BP 6 s th 1 Agents 
OP STACY & 6. ' 433 Wa Wabash Ave., Chicago. 





to 71, our House of Representatives has adopted 
a resolution condemning and censuring these 
utterances, on the ground that in one speech Mr. 
Bayard had affronted the great body of his coun- 
trymen, who believe in the policy of protection, 
and that in the other he had offended all his 
countrymen, 
capable of self-government. The vote was 
mainly along party lines, Republicans voting for 
the resolution and Democrats against it. A 
second resolution, directed in general terms 
against partisan speeches by diplomatic represen- 
tatives, was adopted by a vote of 191 to 59. The 
resolutions simply express the opinion of the 
House, and do not go to the Senate for action or 
to the President for approval. 


ELECTION OF SENATORS BY POPULAR 
Vore.—The Senate Committee on Privileges 
and Elections has reported favorably an amend- 
ment to the Constitution providing for the election 
of United States Senators by the direct vote of 
the people. This action is specially significant, 
because in the last Congress the vote of the 
committee on the same proposition was adverse. 








who believe that Americans are | EARN 7 BOYLE 





for ee. 


H. B. RUSLER, | 
JOHNSTOWN, 


AT HOM and prepare for a =ood 
ositto on or advancement 
in business. We teach Bookkeeping, 
Business Forms. Penmanship, Aritl 
- —y Letter W riting, Comme 


ay Shorthand, ete. , in a thorough, prac _ 
gr eet 4 Ten Years’ Suc 

ite erences from ret state. See advt. in Oct. rt h 

sson 10 cents 


aE A BY MAIL 








PARKER’S 
HAIR BALSAM 
Cleanses and. beautifies the hair. 
Promotes a luxuriant growth. 


Restoring Gray Hair to its Youthful Color. 
Rec aoe diseases & aoe teed 
50c. and $1.00 at D 





























| We wish to introduce our Teas, 
s Spices, eee. cit, king Powder. 
ell 75 lbs., and we pre 





= will mail % pound best T, 
D kind, and full particulars. 

Order Blank and Cata- in The Great American Tea Co., 

logue. UL 31 sy 33 Vesey +, a Y. 

W. G. BAKER, Springfield, Mass. . Box 289, 


AvvOmavig SKIRT, SUPPORTER | TEL L T ELEGR G R A P H Y 
i’ STOP 


» any 

















leasant and ey ge trade, easily and 
quick oo For 24 years we have been 
young men and placing them in the 
Hates service. Have placed thousands and 
can do the same ow F paw! Nine-tenths of the Prests., Man- 
agers and Supts. railways Soummenced “ telegrap 
operatere. our. F chances are re Just Ge Py ys ss one cost 
arn. For particulars ress - ae nes’ 
School of Telegraphy, Janesville, Wis. 


LAUGHING CAMERA 10¢. 


The Intest javontion in Cameras. 






NS Stor Silver, 
= 200.” Dead Black, 
Nickel or or Silver Finish, 15e. 
At stores or mailed oe ae 


of price. 2 
187 Pear! St., Boston, Mass. 


T 
No handling, Works } can Silv. 





elt, Fits a ~ | belt. 
ew. peat om Beau- 
tiful’ Designs. 

8. J. & W, 0. SIMMONS, 








Strong reasons may be adduced in favor of and) 
against the change that is proposed. Many 
political conventions have declared in favor of | 
making it, but when the subject comes forward 
in a form suitable for discussion there will be 
strong opposition to the measure. 

WHAT THE CUBAN INSURRECTION Costs. 
—Official figures given out from Spanish sources 
show the direct cost to Spain of the military 
operations in Cuba during the first year of the 
insurrection to have been about fifty million | 
dollars. There are now one hundred and thirty 
thousand Spanish troops on the island, and the 
maintenance of this increased foree will entail an 
expenditure of from seventy-five to one hundred 
million dollars for the current year. ‘To this 
direct cost must be added the loss of revenue. 
Last year, the receipts from customs were about | 
eight million dollars below the average. Forty 
towns have been wholly destroyed and as many 
more partially so; and the loss to individuals 
from the burning of sugar plantations and to the 
government in the revenue ordinarily derived 
from sugar is very heavy. The Spanish lost 
about four thousand men in the first year’s opera- 
tions, but more than three-fourths of this mortality 
was caused by yellow fever. 





How FiLipusters EVADE THE LAw. 
Some surprise has been occasioned by theagparent 
ease with which several vessels, supposed to be 
laden with arms and supplies for the Cubans, 
have recently got away from United States ports. 
This does not prove a lax enforcement of our 
neutrality laws.. These laws forbid the recruiting 
of troops and the sending of armed expeditions ; 
but by the simple device of sending arms on one 
vessel and men on another, with an arrangement | 
for a transfer from one to the other somewhere at | 
sea, the promoters of the Cuban cause evade the 
law. . The steamship Bermuda, whose seizure | 
in New York harbor with a Cuban expedition on 
board was described in the Companion of March | 
12th, was released by the government, and soon 
after started anew to Cuba, with a cargo of 
ammunition. General Garcia, who was under 
indictment for violation of the neutrality laws, is | 
supposed to have left with a body of men on | 
another vessel, to board the Bermuda at sea. 
It is reported that the Bermuda succeeded in 
landing her cargo in the harbor of Mariel, thirty 
miles west of Havana. 





| 
AMERICANS AT THE OLYMPIC GAMES.— | 


Interest in the Clympic games, which are taking 
place at Athens this week, in accordance with the 
plan described in an editorial in the Companion 
of December 12, 1895, is considerably heightened 
for Americans by the fact that two teams from 
this country are to participate. One team of four 
is from the College of New Jersey at Princeton ; 
and the other, a team of five, from the Boston 
Athletic Association. 













ou look through the lens 
and your stout friends will 
look like living skeletons, 
your thin friends like fat 
men, horses like eivetien, 
and in fact everything ap- 
pease 3 as though you were 
living in another world. 
camera contains 
’ owe ree 3 in 
nis leather 
case. The latest melrthe maker on m the market; creates 


WELL DRESSED MEN | 


wear only merchant-tailor-made clothes. 


A Tailor-Made 
Suit For 


$10. oOo bushels of sport. Catalogue of 1000 novelties and sample 
camera a 10c., Sieg gbc- ae post-paid. Agts. ek 
We'll make to your measure a Frock | Robert H. Ingersoll & Dept. No. 105, 65 Cortlandt 8t., 





or Sack Suit of 
ALL WOOL GOODS 


equal to any tailors’ #18 garment for 
10. Other Suits and Trousers just as 


Don’t you hear dem Sells 
Dey’s ringin’ ev’rywhere 





of examination and 
ing express gece’, @ pay express 
cha arges for samples of cloth, 
tape line we full particulars, Free. 


F. LOUIS VEHON, Tailor, 155 W. Jackson Street, Chicago. 


Waltham Watches 


Made by the American Waltham 
Watch Co. are the best and most 
reliable timekeepers made in this 
or any other country. 


Ask to see the name “Riverside”? or “Royal”’ engraved 
on the pigtes, and always the word ** Waltham.” 


on ge pay- 


BELLS. ‘ world over. 


Made in 16 dif- 
aot styles and prices. Send 
for booklet to The New 











For sale by all 
Retail Jewellers. 





For 19 years we have done the largest business in this 

country direct with consumers in Tea, Coffee, 
Baking Powder, Spices and Extracts. We are importers 
of all the goods we handle. We offer Premiums or give 
liberal discounts, and send the best value of @ny house 
in the United States. 

We want YOU to send for our 170-page illustrated Price 
and Premium List. It tells the whole story. Costs you 
nothing. Will interest and pay you. 

We have hundreds of other sets, Plain and Decorated, 
and a host of other Premiums. 


THE LONDON TEA COMPANY, 


193 Congress Street, BOSTON, MASS. 





ENGLISH DECORATED 
Dinner and Tea Set, No. 65. 
Premium with a Tea and Coffee 
Order of 818.00. 

Packed and Delivered at Depot for $7 Cash. 





Sete our heuiaaiiie illustrated pone» pata fully describing 


new 


SMIGIONBICM 


and be convinced that they are the finest experience can 
uce—that money can purchase. 

REMINGTON ARMS COMPANY, 313-315 Broadway, N. Y. City. 

BRANCHES: New — Seren Gr Brooklyn, Boston, San Francisco. 





(Pneu. tires). Sell WANTE in every town in | J Fr 
bs.,a WALTHAM GOLD | ff ) e the U.S., CLUB | 
WATCH and CHAIN; 25 ' vA AGE Good incomes made. | 
——S lbs., a SOLID SILVER | { fig presents with every sale. Send 
WATCH and CHAIN; 10 his ad. and in stamps, and 


cheap. We save 50 per cent. by buyin Are the 

big lots of woolens direct from the mil lis THE NEW standard | 

that accounts for it DEPARTUR of excel- 
1 goods sent C. O. D., with privilege lence the 


stal 
Departure, Beil C 0., Bristol, Conn., U.S.A. 


APRIL 9, 1896. 


‘aera PURE SHETLAND PONIES 


~Y America. very BP 
* Ponies in ee World’s Fair. 
30 for gale. a ait 4 pormeet and broken. 
Send 2e. 8 Fy oie catalogue. 
Watkins Ville, - it, Mich. 

cure Mem- 


rivate penstios of yuy 


years it has never failed to cure any kin 
Trial 5 eenae ge by mail, 10 cents. Box, 
ROPRIETARY Co., Jamaica, N. Y. 














FOR’ THE ,SKIN™ . 


‘Especially ety for An or a emt skin — 
sunburn—tan. The most delicate emollient made. 
By mail, 2% cents, in tubes. 

THE MAYELL-HOPP CO., Cleveland, Ohio. 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL. 


THIS NEW 


ELASTIC TRUSS. 


ee RE : Has a Pad different from all 
others, is cup shape, with self- 

adjusting Ball in centre, adapts itself 

ws 7 ositions of the body, while the 

-y the cup presses back the 

inte ju .- person does with the 
fin, —. mith li he a the Hernia is held se- 
curely day and night, and a radical cure certain. It is 
Py A —_- I cheap. Sent by mail. Circulars free. 
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— C GLESTON’ S$ 










IN & CO.,1202 MASONIC TEMPLE, CHICAGO. 





THE ORIGINAL 


Pepsin Gum 


CAUTION. — See that the 
name Beeman is on each 
wrapper. 


The Perfection of 
anaa —s Chewing Gum 


Delicious Remedy for 
Indigestion and Sea Sickness. 
Send Se. for sample package. 
Beeman Chemical Co., 

43 Lake St., Cleveland, 0. 
Originators of 
Pepsin Chewing Cum. 


The $5.00 
POCKET KODAK 


EBASTMAN KODAK CoO., 
Sample photo and booklet ROCHESTER, N.Y. 


Sor two 2-cent stamps. 
It Kills 


Every Kind 
of Vermin 
RATS, MICE 
ROACHES 
BUGS 


and every house- 
hold pest exter- 
minated by 


ELECTRIC 
Ste uns" PASTE 


SURE, SAFE, INSTANT. 
At all Druggists and Grocers. 25 cents per box, 


‘Beeman’s— 
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“The Wooden Hen.” 
The ye oy ee herewith is small in 


size, but reall arge W hen we consider that 
the “Wooden Tnen ’ is no larger than a live 
hen, yet has double the capacity. It weighs 
only 15 pounds, has a capacity of 28 eggs, and 
while not a toy, is just as amusing, Besides 
being instructive aswell. We suggest that 
every reader of this write Mr. Geo. H. Stahl, 
Quincy, Ills., and ask for a cory of his hand- 
some little booklet “ Y,” describing the ‘* Wood- 
en Hen;” also his ‘large catalogue of the 
Model Excelsior Incubator. All sent free. 
Mention YouTH’s COMPANION. 









(GREATER) 


NEW YORK 





Sr. LOU 


BALTIMORE 


How to Do Business. 


As Business is Done in Great Commercial Centres. 
A new book (324 PP; 112 illus.) by Seymour Eaton, Drexel 
nstitute, Philadelphia. 

Brimful of new things. A sure stepping-stone to suc- 
cess. Men succeed who are ready to succeed. If you 
want more salary you have simply to make yourself 
worth more. There are thousands of $50-a-week vacant 
places begging for good men, and tens of thousands of 
#5-a-week vacant men begging for poor places. You 
really can’t afford to waste a minute of your time. The 
next twenty-five years will be crowded with successes. 

A testimonial sheet containin aa of Hon. 
John W. anameker, Chauncey M. ew, Hon. Wm, 
McKinley, Philip D. Armour, John bY Rockefeller, and 
dozens 0 others, mailed for 2c. stamp. 

The k mailed to an address for $2.00. 
Address (20-page descriptive circular, free.) 
SEYMOUR EATON, Post-Office Box 4042, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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NATURE **° SCIENCE } 





WonDERS OF RADIOGRAPHY.—One of the 
finest photographs made by means of the myste- 
rious X rays that we have yet seen is reproduced 
in Nature from a negative by Messrs. Reid and 
Kuenen in England. It represents a frog, with 
legs and fingers extended, and not only are both 
the flesh and the bones most clearly pictured, but 
the difference in condition between the two lungs, 
one of which was distended with air, while the 
other was collapsed, is revealed with astonishing 
distinctness. Even the effect of the overlapping 
of the flesh where the knees were bent is plainly 
shown, and in the original negative the reticulated 
structure of the distended lung is said to have 
been visible. This is a revelation, not merely of 


something hidden from sight, but of the internal | * 


construction of things. 

WHEN WILL MEN FLy ?—In a recent lecture 
at Woolwich, Dr. G. H. Bryan of the Royal 
Society showed how all the principal problems 
connected with artificial flight had now been 
solved by Mr. Maxim with his aéroplanes and 
Herr Lilienthal with his soaring wings. By 
combining the advantages of the two forms of 
apparatus, Doctor Bryan predicted that artificial 
flight would before long be accomplished. 

GERMS IN THE AtIr.—There is a widespread 
impression that diseases are sometimes scattered 
broadcast by germs borne by the wind. Prof. 
Cleveland Abbe combats this view, and asserts 
that epidemics spread along the lines of travel, 
and that experiments show that few disease 
germs are able to retain their vitality when freely 
exposed in the air and to the sunshine, as they 
must be if carried far in the atmosphere. 

New Facts aBpout MaAks.—Prof. E. E. 
Barnard, late of the Lick Observatory, says that 
during the last opposition Mars showed so many 
intricate details as seen with the great 36-inch 
telescope that it was impossible to delineate 
the planet. Heretofore the reddish parts of Mars 
have generally been regarded as representing 
land, while the darker parts, sometimes described 
as bluish or greenish in color, were thought to be 
water. But Professor Barnard says that with 
the Lick telescope the appearances noticed 
suggested exactly the reverse; what have been 
taken for seas looking really more like moun- 
tainous land. So we may have a new set of 
theories about Mars. 

A WonDERFUL LUNATIC.—Dr. L. C. Bruce 
gives an account in Brain of a lunatie in the 
Derby Borough Asylum who exhibits the phe- 
nomenon of passing from one mental state to 
another. By birth he is Welsh, and when in his 
“Welsh state” his condition is that of dementia. 
He can then understand Welsh, but not English. 
In his ‘‘English state’ his condition is that of 
chronic mania, and he speaks and understands 
both English and Welsh. But he cannot remem- 
ber anything that occurred to him when in the 
Welsh state, although his memory leaps over the 
interval and recalls events belonging to preceding 
English states. Conversely when inthe Welsh 
state he is totally ignorant of things that he 
knows and understands perfectly in the English 
state. Sometimes he passes from one state to the 
other suddenly ; at other times he goes through 
an intermediate state, during which there appears 
to be a mixture of the two conditions in his brain. 


BortnG THin GLAss.—Everybody who has | 


tried, understands how difficult it is to bore a 
hole in a strip or sheet of thin glass. ‘The follow- 
ing method is said to be successful: Press a cake 
of wet clay upon the glass, and then make a hole 
through the clay of the desired size, laying bare 
the glass at. the bottom of the hole. Then pour 
melted lead into the hole, and it will drop through 
the glass, making a round aperture. The expla- 
nation is that the sudden application of heat cracks 
the glass in a circle corresponding in size with the 
hole in the clay. 

PHEASANTS DEFYING THUNDER.—A cor- 
respondent of the Zodlogist tells of the peculiar 
conduct of cock pheasants when artillery practice 
is going on at Colchester. At each discharge of 
the guns the pheasants crow, not as though 
terrified, but in a manner suggesting defiance and 


the answering to a challenge. Several writers on | 


natural history have noted the same fact before. 


A Ring IsLanp.—Many coral reef islands in 
the Pacific are in the form of more or less perfect 
rings, or ovals, enclosing lagoons. Recently a 
¢ lescription was presented to the Royal Geograph- 
ical Society of the ring island of Ninafou, half- 
way between Fiji and Samoa, which is not a 
coral reef but a voleanic ring enclosing a crater 
containing a lake two miles in diameter. ‘Toward 
the sea the ring is bordered with walls of black 
lava, and on the inner side these break down in 
cliffs 200 to 300 feet in height. An eruption in 
1886 formed a peninsula on the eastern side of the 
lake. While the ocean outside is trembling and 
thundering under a heavy wind, the lake remains 
smooth, or is simply wrinkled with ripples. 
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Balsam. 50c. and $1.00. For 15 cents in stamps we mail, pre- | Cr Gaim 2. 






paid, a 75-cent bottle. Cutler Bros. & Co., Boston. (Adv. 











send postal card 
nt pre Re mee pooh a ye : 
and circulars telling all about stamps and offer- ail. boys and girls ev here 
ing bargains to collectors, Albums from 30 cents | {Gscilit. Mverett Specialty Co., Boston, Mass. 
to $15.02 Sets and packets in large variety. 
Apgrovst sheets to responsible collectors. | 
Cc. H. Mekeel Stamp & b. Co., St. Louis, Mo. 


SOFT RUBBER TIPS | 


ON THE SHARP ENDS OF 


15c. Rocking -Chairs 


Endless fun for old and | 
young; just the thing for 
parties. Only 10 cents, 





Short Talks on Life Insurance. 
TALK 67. 
7 1-2 Billion Dollars 


is the amount of insurance in force in 
the Natural Premium and Assessment 
















Per pair, post- Prevent base-boards and : : ton 
id; 2 pairs [J furniture being scratched. Companies of the United States. This 
‘or 26 cents. [ff tany Rocker. is the work of twenty years. The old 





line companies after fifty years have 
only six billions in force. The 


‘Mass. Benefit Life Association 


is a Natural Premium Company, and as | 

is clear from the above, is endorsed by 

the people. 52,000 Policy-Holders. | 

Splendid openings for Energetic Men to act as Special, 
General and State Agents. 


GEO. A. LITCHFIELD, President, 53 State Street, Boston, Mass. | 


Mention the Companion. 














$200.00 IN GOLD GIVEN 


for selling “‘ Story of Turkey and Armenia.” | 


R. H. Woodward Compeem, Baltimore, Md., are offer- 
ing $200.00 to any one selling 200 copies of their new book, 

tory of Turkey and Armenia.” is is a work of 
great interest and popularity. Many agents sell 15 copies 
aday. A graphic and thrilling account is given of the 
massacres of the Armenians. Agents are offered the 
most liberal terms and premiums. Freight paid and 
credit given. Write them immediately. 100 beautiful 
illustrations. Outfit 35 cents. 


2 Which have 
you an eye to, 


quantity or quality, when you buy something to make 
washing easy? If it’s quality, you want Pearline. In 
effectiveness, in economy, and above all in it’s | 
\ absolute harmlessness, no matter how or where 
\ you use it, there's nothing to compare with this, the 
first and only washing-compound 
What difference does the quantity make, after all? If you spend five 
cents or ten cents or a dollar for an aid to washing, don't you want the 
thing that will give you the most work, the best work, and the most certain 
safety for that amount of money? That thing is Pearline. 489 
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If you want a sure relief for pains in the back, side, chest, or 


limbs, use an 
Porous 


Allcock’s pres 


BEAR IN MIND—Not one of the host of counterfeits and imita- 
tions is as good as the genuine. 
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Danger 
Ahead! 


A slight cough or a long-continued 
cold (or maybe a succession of colds) 

is oftentimes the beginning of Con- 
sumption. The coughing lowers the 
vitalitv, the throat and lungs become 
congested and the conditions are 
favorable for Consumption germs. 
No remedy we know of will directly 
attack these germs and kill them, but | 



































OF | 
Cod-Liver Oil with Hypophosphites | 
will give strength to the weakened body and 
tone up the whole system before serious harm | 
is done. The germs of Consumption cannot 
‘thrive except when the system is weakened 
and the throat and lungs congested. If you 
Al have only a slight cold there is danger 
" ahead. One bottle of Scott’s Emulsion 
taken in time will accomplish more 
3 than five takef later on. 
, rr) 


« What we say of Scott’s Emulsion can- 
not be applied to any other emulsion 

a which may be offered you as a 

substitute for the genuine. 


+ 
SCOTT & BOWNE, 
Manufacturing Chemists, 
NEw YORK. 
50 cts. and $1.00, 
at all druggists. 





Spalding’s_— 
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oS 


Souvenirs FREE. 


BASE BALL PLAYER.—A per- = 


fect figure of a ball player, showing the 


A£2) player at the bat, clothed in proper cloth- 


wy 


: 


ing and in.the correct position. 

TENNIS PLAYER.— A handsome 
figure of a lady player, racket in hand, 
perfect action, 


BICYCLE RIDER. — A lady rider 


mounted on an up-to-date bicycle, showing the correct 


| position, with proper clothing. 


oy 


Very life-like. 

FOOTBALL PLAYER.—A 4 
college player in action. Most oy 
life-like one of the series. Prop- ) 
erly clothed. Has the ball firmly v5] 
grasped under his arm. 

GOLF PLAYER.— Showing 
a golf player with the latest golt | -/ 
suit, club in hand, about to drive va 
the ball. 


These souvenirs will make a handsome collection. The 
figures are over five inches in height, printed 

@ in five colors and so arranged that they will 
"i } \ stand alone. They make an attractive ornament. 


We will send free to any one the souve- 


nirs mentioned above upon receipt of your name 
» and address on a postal card, 
To any one sending one 2-cent 


figur 


an additional souvenir - 


The Spalding Button. 


The much-talked-of souvenir but- 
9 4 | ton that was presented by A ’ 

CO S mu S10n | Spalding & Bros. at the cycle shows, 
Nicely finished in three colors, repre- 


sentir 


Souvenir Dept. 


A 


stamp for the above set of five 


es we will SEND FREE 


G 





ng the Spalding nameplate, 


A. G. SPALDING & BROS., 
NEW YORK. 


ll orders for souvenirs must be sent to New York. 














SINGLE TUBE 


TIRES 


1F IT'S A HARTFORD TIRE IT'S RIGHT. 
—_ 


THE HARTFORD RUBBER WORKS CO., 


HARTFORD, CONN. 
BRANCHES: NEW YORK AND CHICAGO. 




















The Youth’s Companion is an illustrated weekly 
paper of eight pages. Its subscription price is $1.75 
a year, payment in advance. 

Twelve or Sixteen pages are often given to sub- 
scribers in a single weekly issue of the paper. All 
additional pages over eight—which is the number 
given for $1.75—are a gift to the subscribers from 
the publishers. 

New Subscriptions can commence at any time 
during the year. 

Money for Renewals should be sent by each sub- 
scriber directly to this office. e do not request 
Agents to collect money for renewals of subscrip- 
tions. 

Payment for the Companion, when sent by mail, 
should be made in a Post-office Money-Order, Bank 
Check, or Draft, or an Express Money-Order. WHEN 
NONE OF THESE CAN BE PROCURED, send the 
money ina Registered Letter. All postmasters are 
required to register letters whenever requested to 


Silver should never be sent through the mail. It is 
almost sure to wear a hole through the envelope 
and be lost, or else it is stolen. Persons who send 
silver to us in a letter must do it on their own 
responsibility. 

Renewals.—Three weeks are required after the re- 
ceipt of money by us before the date opposite your 
name on your paper, which shows to what time 
your subscription is paid, can be changed. 

Discontinuances.—Remember that the publishers 
must be notified by letter when a subscriber wishes 
his paper stopped. All arrearages must be paid. 

Returning your paper will not enable us to dis- 
continue it, as we cannot find your name on our 
books unless your Post-office address is given. 

Always give the name of the Post-office to which 
your paper is sent. Your name cannot be found on 
our books unless this is done. 

Caution against paying money to strangers 
to renew subscriptions. enewals of subscriptions 

Companion by the payment of money to 


to the 
If subscribers do 


strangers should not be made. 
this it must be at their own risk. 


Letters should be add#essed and drafts made payable 
PERRY MASON & COMPANY, 


The Youth’s Companion, Boston, Mass. 
201 Columbus Avenue. 





DEFENCES AGAINST CONSUMPTION. 


Sufferers from consumption are always present 
in the community. Numerous experiments have 
proved that the dust of cities, of many hospitals, 
and of houses where consumptive persons live, or 
have recently lived, as well as of public places in 
general, invariably contain the germs of consump- 
tion. It follows that with few exceptions every 
one directly encounters these seeds many times a 
year, or even many times a month. 

Yet it is observed that the number of sufferers 
from consumption is relatively small, and the 
question may well be asked, “Why do some and 
not others suffer?” 

In the first place, the seeds of consumption ger- 
minate and grow with comparative slowness; and 
secondly, the resisting power of the human body 
constantly antagonizes their growth. 

In every case of “galloping consumption” the 
system is first undermined by some complicating 
disease; and when, for any reason, the vitality is 
lowered the disease may become engrafted. 

The growth of the bacilli is so slow that even 
where they have “taken root,” a person of ordi- 
nary strength, with carefulness, throws the dread 
disease entirely aside. 

In fact, many persons contract this disease and 
throw it off without ever having been aware of it; 
as is repeatedly shown by post-mortem examina- 
tions which reveal the healed scars in the lungs. 

What is one to do, if, after a severe cold, a cough 
lingers and he grows pale and thin? Certainly 
not to become panic-stricken and quote the old 
adage regarding the incurability of consumption. 
Neither is he to regard his symptoms as worthy of 
no attention. 

Let him consider, like a prudent general, how 
best to arrange his forces against the invading 
enemy. Let him take regularly the tonics of his 
attending physician; care for the stomach as the 
ally supplying the means of warfare; strengthen 
the chest by prescribed and gentle exercises; 
avoid extremes of fatigue and late hours; con- 
serve the natural heat of the body by the wearing 
of some woolen texture next the skin, and by the 
use of thick-soled shoes, and the chances, he may 
be assured, will all be in favor of his permanent 
recovery. 


——q——_—_ 


DICK, THE GULL. 


Dick, the gull, is back in his old winter quarters, 
writes a correspondent. Nobody knows just how 
old Dick is, but the log-book of the old lightship at 
Brenton’s Reef, off the south end of the island of 
Rhode Island, has noted the arrival of the gray 
old gull for now these twenty-four years, and if he 
survives till another spring his departure will also 
be chronicled for the twenty-fourth time. 

During all these years Dick has never failed to 
make his appearance near the ship when October 
rolled around, or to take his departure with the 
month of April. Just where he spends the inter- 
vening time no one knows, but it is doubtless in 
some cooler clime than even the delightful one 
that draws hosts of wealthy and fashionable folk 
to Newport for the summer months, 

The people of that city are familiar with Dick’s 
story, and look each fall and spring for the an- 
nouncement of his arrival and flight, while out on 
the lonely lightship the keeper and his crew, for 
days before the date on which he is due, eagerly 
scan the horizon from dawn to dark for the sight 
of his familiar wings and flashing body; and days 
before he wings his way northward they dread to 
see him plume himself for the flight. 

Thus have his coming and his going been watched 
by many relays of sailors and skippers who have 
manned the ship. Many of them have long since 
ended their life voyage, while old Dick lives on, 
and comes and goes with the regularity of the 
seasons. 

But Dick is showing his age in these days, and it 
is not likely that he will live out the century. He 
fluttered back to his winter haunts last October on 
feeble wings, but to the great delight of his friends 
on board the vessel; for his strength was so spent 
in the spring, when he took his flight to the north, 
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| that the captain and crew hardly expected ever to 
| see him again. 
| Every day Dick flies off to the lightship for his 
| meals; for he does not live on the vessel, but in 
| some unknown nook of the adjacent shore; and 
| he never fails to find the sailors ready with dainty 
bits of salt pork and other tempting morsels, and 
| there is always enough and to spare. 
| Once Dick could skim the waves and catch the 
floating tidbits with never a miss, but now the life 
and fire of his youth have waned and he takes his 
meals in more sober style. 
| There are many gulls that visit the vessel, but 
|no one ever mistakes any other for Dick, and 
| Dick, on his part, seems to know all the men on 
| the ship. There are but three or four of them, 
| and their lives are not so free from monotony but 
| that even an old gray gull can beguile many an 
| hour for them, and it will be a sorry day for them 
| when Dick dies and his visits cease. 


JUST REVERSED. 


An old Irishwoman, who has received many 
benefits at the hands of a benevolent minister and 
| his wife, is so shiftless that occasionally the large- 
| hearted couple lose all patience with her; but she 
| has such a sense of humor, and such a beguiling 


finally to win them back. 


At one time when money was given her to buy 
warm underclothing with, she wasted it upon a 
ay plush photograph album. The minister spoke 
to her with considerable severity, as did also his 
wife, and for some time Bridget received no calls 
from either of them. 

One afternoon, however, the minister relented 
and stopped at Bridget’s door on his way to see a 
sick woman. 

“Shure, and it’s mesilf that dreamed about you 
last noight, Misther Williams,” said Beidort, vt ha 
beaming smile. “Oi dreamed that you and Missus 
Williams came here to see me, and says you, ‘How 
are you off for tay and coffee, Bridget?’ and Oi 
says “It’s niver a drop of ayther Oi’ve got in the 
house, Misther Williams!’ And thin you presinted 
me wid a pound of tay, and Missus Williams wid a 
pound of coffee on the shpot! Yis, sorr, that was 


me dream. 

“Well, Bridget,” said the minister, striving not 
to smile, “you know dreams are said to go by 
contraries.’ 

“Shure, and that’s fwhat Oi said to mesilf,” ex- 
claimed Bridget, triumphantly. “Said Oi, ‘Misther 
Williams is the wan that’ll be giving me the coffee 
and Missus Wi 


lliams the tay!’ Thim was my very 
thoughts, sorr.” 


WILD YAK. 


| The yak, or wild ox of Tibet, has sufficient spirit 
|to turn and attack a hunter. If it had more 


| perseverance it would prove a dangerous enemy. 
Colonel Prjevalski, in his account of his travels 
in the Tibetan mountains, narrates an adventure 
which illustrates the yak’s disposition: 


I was returning to ome when I saw several old 
yaks grazing on a little plateau. I fired on them, 
and one fell and slipped down the poy slope. 
Stunned by his fall, he lay motionless at the bot- 
tom of the ravine. Iran to him. As soon as he 
saw me, some hundred feet away, he rose and 
ied to flee. I fired, but the ball did not touch 
him. 

Then he turned and rushed at me. I had only 
two cartridges; I fired one at a distance of seventy 
feet, and one ata distance of fiftyfeet. He stopped 
when he was quite near me, holding his head down 
and lashing his sides with his tail. 

I was near enough to see his little eyes and the 
blood which ran from his nostrils. If he had had 
a little more decision and energy, I should have 
been lost. I could not get away, and I had no 
weapon but my empty pun. 

e stood looking at each other. Presently he 

raised his head and stopped lashing his sides. 

Evidently he was getting over his anger. I threw 

myself on the ground, and without taking my eyes 

from him, crawled backward some s 7 feet. 

Then I jumped up and walked away as fast as 
ssible. I did not breathe freely until some two 
undred feet lay between us. 





} 





COUNTRY WIT. 


Any one -who has ever been rash enough to 
attempt to make sport of the street gamin of a 
large city knows only too well what a fatal mis- 
take it is, but one is not so well prepared to be 
made the victim of his own joke by an apparently 
unsophisticated country boy. 


A lad of fifteen was driving along a country 
road, taking a load of calves to market, when he 
chanced to meet a company of young folks who 
were evidently out for a pleasure excursion. The 
young men of the party, thinking to amuse them- 
selves and their companions at the boy’s expense, 
began to imitate the bleating of the calves. 

ut their merriment was of short duration, for 
without a moment’s hesitation he called out to his 
would-be tormentors, as the vehicles were passing, 
“Oh, I knew what you were before!” 


THEIR ADVANTAGE. 


There are some things in which our English 
cousins have the advantage of us. 


An American millionaire, accustomed to pur- 
chase anything he wanted, tried to obtain from an 
Oxford gardener the secret of the beautiful lawns 
ogy make the pride of England—or a portion 


of it. 

“Tell me, my good man, how you manage it,”’ he 
said condescen ingly, putting his hand signifi- 
cantly into his pocket. 

“It is werry simple, sir,” replied the gardener, 
quaintly. “You cuts it as close as ever you can 
cut, and you rolls it and cuts it for six hundred 
years. 


HOW FAR BLOOD TRAVELS. 


The mileage of the blood circulation reveals 
astounding facts. Says the Chicago News: 


It has been calculated that, oon the heart 
to beat sixty-nine times a minute at ordinary heart 
pressure, the blood goes at the rate of two hundred 
and seven yards in a minute, or seven miles an 
hour, one hundred and sixty-eight miles a day, and 
sixty-one thousand three hundred and twenty miles 


a year. 

it a man eighty-four years of age could have 
had one single blood corpuscle floating in his 
blood all his life it would have travelled in that 
oe five million one hundred and fifty thousand 
miles. 
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“GOING mIInRnaAnn 

to... EUROPE? 
H. Gaze & Sons (Ltd.), 4 

The Universal Tourist Agts.(Est. 1844),will send out 


“Brown’s Camphorated Saponaceous Denti- 
frice” cleanses and preserves the teeth. Used daily 
it prevents trouble from bad teeth or soft gums. [Adbv. 


VERMONT MAPLE SUGAR. 








. S77 Escorted Parties 
Send for 1896 Catalogue issued by the 
rm soc’ of the highest class. Write for the details. Indi- 
Vermont Maple-Sugar Makers’ intion, vidual Tours eee w ere, and choicest berths on 


a treatise on this luxury, containing the names and P. 

address of its members, best producers in the State, any 
of whom will furnish the pure article. Catalogue le 
FRANK KENFIELD, President, MORRISVILLE, VT. 


BRASS BAND 


ures of Horns, Drums and Uniforms. How to 
‘orm a Band, Drum Major’s Tacties, Street 
Drill, ete., mailed free to you. We manufacture 
the “WASHBURN” Mandolins and Guitars, and sell 
“ Buverything known in Music.” 
LYON & HEALY, Adams St., CHICAGO. 


all steamship lines. ourist. Gazette— Post Free. 
113 Broadway, New Yor' 

or 201 Washingtun St., Boston; 220 So. Clark St., 

Chicago; 135 So. Fifth St., Philadelphia. 
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Do you feel Irritable ? 
Take Horsford’s Acid Phosphate. 


It makes a refreshing, cooling beverage 
and is an invigorating tonic, soothing to the 
nerves, 


BROWN’S 

















French Dressing 


for years has made and maintained 





THE BEST IN AMERICA. 
Our Combination 
$500 Suit. 


For Boys from 3 to 16 years of age. 
Pants Double-Seated, Double-Kneed. 
Seat and Inside Leg Seam Stayed. 


Combination means Suit, extra 
Pants and Cap to match. 


- Only Strictly All-Wool Materials Used. 


00, sent C.0.D., subject to inspection. If prepaid 
ot $5.50. Samples of cloth free. 


New England Clothing Co., stator 34 Str 


a reputation as an honest Shoe 


Dressing. It does not polish at 
the expense of ruined leather, but 
is Brilliant, Lasting and Per- 
fectly Safe. There is no experi- 
menting in using Brown’s. .. . 


It is Known Everywhere. 


_, 














IGYGLES. *85:°° 


\e7 0 FAVORITES. 


Are Built in the Largest and Best Equipped Factory on Earth. 
Our unequalled facilities enable us to supply better bicycles for less money than other makers 


can afford to market an inferior production, hence in purchasing a Waverley there is a clear 
saving of $15.00 or more. A higher grade bicycle it is impossible to produce. Our catalogue 


explains all. Send for it. 
INDIANA BICYCLE CO., Indianapolis, Ind. 


OUGLAS | 
3 SHOE 


Best in the World. 


A $5.00 Shoe for $3.00. 
Over 100 Styles and Widths. 


Congress, Button and Lace, made in the 
Latest Styles from Materials of the Best 
Quality produced in the world . .... 

“4 


Our Spring Styles in Light and Heavy Soles, 
Plain and Cap Toe are the best ever offered for $3. 
ory 

If you have been buying expensive shoes, it 
will pay you to call at your dealers and examine 
W.L. Douglas Shoes which sell for $3.00. You 
can see they are just as good in every way. 
” 
We have over 4,000 Retail Shoe-Dealers 
throughout the country selling W. L. 
Douglas $3.00 Shoe. Insist on having 
them, 4 
We make and sell more $3.00 Shoes 
than any other manufacturer in 
the world. That is the reason 
we can sell ths . 2. 


High - Grade 
Shoe for 











































$2.50, $2.25 Shoes for 
Men ; and $2.50, $2.00 
and $1.75 for Boys. 
TAKE NO SUB 
STITUTE. If your dealer 
cannot supply you send to fac- 
tory, enclosing price and 36 cents to 
pay carriage, stating kind, style of toe (cap or 
plain), size and width, and our Custom Departmen 
will fill your order without delay . ..... 


Our new Illustrated Catalogue, giving full description of our complete lines of Shoes, sent free. Address, 


W. L. DOUGLAS, P. O. Box L, BROCKTON, MASS. 
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The Dog That Cannot Bark. 


I was once travelling in China, when, in passing | 


a cluster of native huts, a dog ran out at me, and 
with ferocious mien began kicking up the dirt 
behind him. He looked as if he was barking; 
indeed, his whole body shook with the effort to 
bark, but no sound issued from his wide-open 
mouth. 

I have never seen anything more ludicrous 
than this silent barking and its bewildering effect 
upon the dog himself. 

Evidently he could not understand why such 
supreme effort on his part produced no result. 
“Formerly I had a voice,” his countenance 
plainly said, and he persisted in hoping for its 
sudden return, though he looked sheepish and 
humiliated. He did not give up, even when a 
bevy of dogs, with voices sufficiently sharp and 
deafening to cover his defeat, joined him in baying 
at the stranger. 

Soon a woman, evidently attracted by the 
prolonged uproar, came out of the nearest hut 
toward us. 

“This belong your dog?” I asked, in the 
“pidgin English’ of seaport China. 

“Belong mine,” she said, curtly. 
wanchee ?” 

I had not thought of buying the dog, but as I 
had then finished my journey dnd was bound for 
home in Singapore, it suddenly occurred to me 
that there the animal would astonish and amuse 
my friends. So I said, ‘‘Me wanchee. You 
makee sell ?”” 

‘‘How muchee you give?” 

. took a Mexican dollar from my pocket, flipped 
it unconcernedly in the air, and said, ‘‘This can 
do.” 

“No can do,’”’ the woman replied, shortly. 
“More better me makee chow.” (It would be better 
for us to eat the dog.) 

“Allright. Makee chow,’’ I said, indifferently, 
and turned to walk away, well knowing that if I 
had offered fifty dollars instead of one she would 
have tried to get more, and that nothing would 
bring her to terms so quickly as to see the 
bargain slipping through her fingers. My ruse 
immediately succeeded. 

“All ite. Can do. 
catchee dollar.” 

So I flung her the dollar, and led away my 
purchase. 

The Whunk, or Chow dogs, are very common 
throughout a large part of China. The latter 
name is given them because they form an article 
of food in certain portions of the empire. They 
are of two colors, a jet black and a tawny yellow. 
In every other particular the two varieties are 
identical. 

Their ears and noses are sharply pointed, their 
legs slim and well-built, their bodies and heads 
covered with thick hair, which stands out fluffy 
and soft, making them look much larger than 
they really are. As a whole they greatly resemble 
the jackal, from which they may possibly have 
descended. They are, however, thoroughly 
domesticated, and are rarely known to bite, 
although they dearly love to bark. 

It was one of these dogsof which I had become 
possessed, and by no means a fine specimen. He 
was gaunt and thin, and his tawny hair was 
rough and unkempt, but the expression of his 
face was almost human in its intelligence. His 
affliction, too, made him interesting, and I never 
regretted my purchase. 

Within a fortnight ‘‘Chow” was established in 
my home at Singapore,—the pet of my little 
daughter Alice,—and he soon became sleek and 
handsome; but though good feeding and careful 
grooming had wrought such a wonderful change 
outwardly, the inward dog remained much the 
same. Nothing could restore his voice, and he 
furnished a good deal of amusement to our guests 
and to ourselves by his tremendous, but unsuc- 
cessful, efforts to make himself heard. 

Alice alone—my dear, tender-hearted little 
daughter—failed to see anything funny in Chow’s 
frantic efforts. While we were convulsed with 


“You 


Me pay you dog. Me 





| about to drop the gun and seize Chow, when a 


THE YOUTH’S 


give Chow back his voice—and oh, I should be so | 
glad! He minds it awful, papa, Chow does, not 
being able to speak, ’specially to me. He runs | 
back and forth in the gardens, and looks up to 
| me, and twies so hard to speak. I cwy, some- 
| times, papa, he looks so sad ’cause he can’t.” 

“Very well, littledaughter,” I said. “To-morrow 
| afternoon you shall come down to the go-down 
when the carriage comes for papa, and bring 
Chow with you, and we'll go together to the 
doctor.” 

“O papa, you are good,” she sighed, “and I 
dolove you. I’m glad God didn’t give me another 
papa—a papa who couldn’t understand.” 

“And I’m glad God didn’t give me another 
daughter, my wee, tender-hearted Alice,” I said, 
gently, and rose to carry her up to the ayah. 

“We do suit each other, don’t we, papa,” 
she said, in sleepy content, as we went up the! 
stairway. 

The next day, as i came out of the godown, | 
found Alice waiting for me in the carriage, with 
Chow lying at her feet. We took him to the 
veterinary surgeon who had prescribed for Prince. | 
He looked wise, called the trouble by a very long | 
name, and gave us some powders which we put 
in Chow’s food. | 

The poor dog remained dumb, however, and | 
could express his gratitude and loyalty to his 
little mistress only by a most speaking pair of 
eyes, by the most violent waggings of tail, and | 
the funniest contortions of body and face. It | 
was all of a bark except sound. I have never | 
dared to think what would have happened if the | 
sound had been present, and in fitting proportions. 

But Alice and Chow understood each other, as 
if gifted with a common tongue. Of this there 
| could be no question. They were together day 
| and night, for Alice could not sleep unless Chow 
was lying near her, and the dog’s devotion was 

One Sunday, while we were at tiffin, the ayah 
rushed into the room pale as a Malay can ever 
become, and trembling likea leaf. ‘“‘Tuan! Tuan! 
Anjing gila!” (Sir, sir, the dog is mad!) she 
cried. 

A thrill of horror nearly deprived me of all 
| power of action. Hydrophobia had been some- 
what prevalent in the city, so that extreme 
measures had been taken to suppress it. Was 
my precious Alice to become a prey to anything 
so horrible? 

I snatched a shot-gun from a rack in the hall as 
I ran to the nursery. There, for a moment, my 
heart stood still. Chow had set his teeth in my 
little one’s garments, and was dragging her, 
newly awakened and screaming, toward the 
doorway. He certainly seemed mad, and as I 
carefully took aim I prayed that his cruel fangs 
might not have done their fatal work. 

Just as I was about to pull the trigger, a frantic 
tug at the child’s clothing brought her in range, 
instead of the dog, and I dared not fire. I was 
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flash of movement under the bed suddenly 
informed me of the truth. I grasped the gun 
again and fired in that direction without waiting 
totakeaim. I had no sooner done so than Chow 
left Alice, darted under the bed, and came out 
shaking a dead cobra, at which we gazed horror- 
stricken. 

Afterward, we learned that the ayah had laid 
the child down on the matted floor, for greater 
coolness. The pillow, with the imprint of her 
little head, still lay there, horribly near the bed, 
under which the serpent had been coiled. 

Chow had first discovered her danger and had 
frantically tried to alarm the ayah, but failing in 
that, he had himself dragged his little playmate 
to a place of safety, though she was far larger 
than he. 

I bought Chow a silver collar, and I tried never 
to laugh at him again, but I confess I did not 
always succeed. 

When the adventure was explained to Alice, 
she only said, confidently, “‘I always knew Chow 
was a wonderful dog inside, only he can’t let it 
out to anybody but me. I understand him, papa.” 
And I am sure she does. 

HARRIET P. SHERMAN. 
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laughter, her cheek would flush and her blue eyes 
fill with tears. 

“You didn’t ought to langh at poor Chow,” 
she would say, reprovingly. ‘He twies hard, 
and he’s sorwy, papa. Just look at his eyes.” 

I was obliged to confess that Chow’s eyes did 
have a wistful expression, and he would creep up 
to little Alice and lay himself down at her feet in 
a way which seemed to indicate gratitude for her 
Sympathy. 

Nevertheless our mature sensibilities were 
not so keenly alive to the dog’s grief as they 
should have been, for we continued to regard 
Chow as a good joke, and exhibited him for our 
friends’ amusement when his little mistress was 
not near, though we laughed at him no more in 
her presence. 

One evening, when Alice was curled up in my 
lap for her good-night petting, she said, softly, 

"Was that a doctor that you had come to see 
Pwinee, to-day, papa?” Prince was our large 
Australian carriage-horse. 

“Yes, girlie,” I replied. “Why?” 


An English writer states that the East Anglian 
peasant is strangely obtuse to anything in the 
nature of poetic sentiment. Particularly callous 
is the way in which old people speak of their 
dead wives or husbands, “exactly as if they’d 
been horses or dogs.” And they are always proud 
of having been married more than once. 

“You didn’t think as I’d had five husbands, 
now did you?” said an old woman to the English- 
man. “Ah, but I have, though! Leastways | 
I buried five on ’em in the churchyard, and three 
on ’em beewties !’” 

“Don’t you mix up your husbands now and 


Chow,” she said, earnestly. ‘Perhaps he could | 
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Individual teaching. Send for pictures and circular. A 
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SHOR COLLEGE, 1 Beacon Street, Boston. | 
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The profession of comparative medicine now offers 
unusnal attractions to ambitious young men who wish | 
to enter upon a professional career. Send for t/lus- 
trated catalogue. CHARLES P. LYMAN, Dean. 
The Maine State College, orono, Me. 

A SCHOOL OF SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY. Courses 
of study :— Scientific, Agricultural, Chemical; Civil, 
Mechanical and Electrical Engineering, Pharmacy, 
Preparatory Medicine. 7uition and Rooms Free. Total 
annual expenses, including board . Military drill. 
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Largest in the World. 


Roll-top desks for pupils. 
Chamber of C ce prices. 
Friday 2 o’clock Lectures. 
Situation Department. 


Prospectus Free. New Students can commence 
at any time. 


694 Washington Street, Boston. 





want a “ Centu 
Men's Wheel, 22} Ibs. Ladies’ Wheel, 24 lbs. 
H. B. SHATTUCK & SON, 
249 Col b Ave., B 
Agents Wanted. 


sesesesset 


[Magee Boston Heater. 


FFSFSFSSSFSSFF FFF SFFFSSFFFFFSFSFISF 




















PN 


ae 
=e Pe 















Depend largely on your cooking and heating apparatus. OUR AIM 
has always been to furnish the best article for the use intended. 
0 0 o- There ave others — but 
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Endorsed by leading authorities on cooking and heating, and by the great expositions. 
Sold by Leading Dealers. 


Magee Furnace Company, 


SAN FRANCISCO. 
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If not, you must be suffering 
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CONSTIPATION, 
PALPITATION or WEAKNESS. 
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Tri-Ferment Compound 


WILL CURE YOU. 





DYSPEPSIA, 








then, Mrs. Page, when you talk about them?” 
playfully questioned the Englishman. | 

“Well, to tell the truth, sir, I really do! But | 
my third one, he was a man! I don’t mix him | 
up. He got killed, fighting,—you’ve heard tell of | 
that, I make no doubt. The others wa’n’t noth- 
ing to him. Lawk, ah! He come in just the 
right place for the first two, I tell ye that, sir, for | 
they was the weakest of the lot and he’d ha’ | 


mixed them up quick enough if they’d interfered | 





“Oh, I wish, papa, you’d have a doctor for 


wi’ him!” 


It is capable of digesting all kinds of food, and therefore not only affords immediate 
Its composition is that of the Gastric Juice, 
Each dose possesses a certain digestive power, 





relief, but completely removes the cause. 
the Digestive Fluid of the Stomach. 
and is always uniform. 







Prepared in the form of POWDER and TABLETS. 
Price of POWDER, per ounce, or TABLETS, per hundred, 50 Cents. 


All Druggists keep it or will get it for you; if not, we will mail it on receipt of price. 


HENRY THAYER & CO., = Cambridgeport, M 
O® OOOE 

















IV. 


THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. APRIL 9, 1896. 


OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO OOOO oo ee eee enn ene en ee x x x OO 
e 








Superb 
“HOUSEHOLD” 





Ny) PPP as — = 7 nr 
atte Re FE 


) 
A,X 
pe 


Z\ 2 ak 

VA) oe ] 

\ \ # ‘ 
IWEAS e (¢ iy 

Ai MNS y tht 

Yt | pV ttl eeaswerl 


~~ 
> 
Se SS 
a 

- ae 








Pays Interest in “Coal” Cash. 


The most important piece of furniture in a home is the kitchen range. On it to a great extent depends the health, 
and consequently happiness, of the family. The honest physician will tell you that imperfectly cooked food is one of 
the most prolific sources of ill-health; while every housewife will tell you that nothing is more trying than a slow, 
poorly working range. Food perfectly cooked can only be the result of a perfectly working stove, and to this end 
the careful study of the artisan and special mechanic in the foremost foundry of the country has been directed for 
years to the rich production of the Superb ‘ Household.” 

Perfect in proportion and correct in design, its beauty is assured; constructed 
to give a large amount of heat from a small amount of fuel, its economic operation 
is guaranteed ; made of the best quality of iron, its durability, and smoothness of 
surface, readily retaining the lustrous polish which delights the neat housewife, are 
unquestioned. These are some of the qualities claimed by the “Household” and 
some of the reasons why for quality and beauty they stand unrivalled. If you 
want a strictly /zrs¢ Class range, be sure and buy the “Household.” 
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Mailed on application. 











Sold by the best dealers. If you desire further information, send to 


WHITE, WARNER & CO., Manufacturers, - - TAUNTON, MASS. 
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